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A LINE 0’ TYPE OR TWO 


Hew to the Line, let the 
quips fall where they may. 


THE POET: 


I have been singing alone, 
Songs woven out of my days, 
Sadness and gladness and praise— 
Soft little songs of my own. 


One was a Song of the spring; 

One was the song of a kiss; 

*Though the spring was unheeding, nor stayed with 
me long, 

And the kiss was good-by to the singer and song, 

Both of them left with me this: 

Something of beauty to sing. 


One who passed by in the street 
Lingered a moment to hear; 

“That was from your heart to my heart!” he said— 
Nay, I shall sing it when he has been dead 
Many and many a year; 

Others will find it as sweet. 


I have been singing alone, 
Songs woven out of my days, 
Sadness and gladness and praise— 
Soft little songs of my own. 
DEIRDRE. 


MARGARET M. says that she had thought the 
Conductor of this Column of Condiment wrote the 
whole works. “ Why, I thought you were Bitter- 
root Bill, Snowshoe Al, Helen Henna, and all of 
them. But I know Edith the First, so you must 
have some contributors.” We'll say we have! And 
we'll say further that nary a lick of writing do we 
do until the last envelope is opened and the last 
contribution hurled at the ceiling. Then, if nothing 
has stuck, we go to work. But not till then! 


OUR KITCHEN WINDOW. 


A frog, a squirrel with a bushy tail, 

A yacht with a mast and ropes and a sail, 

An owl, a hawk, a cow on her knees, 

A broken-down wagon stuck in the trees, 

A mill and a pond, a fairy bridge, 

A round moon rising over the ridge, 

And all with vines and fences crossed— 
What a mixed-up painter you are, Jack Frost! 


ABD-EL-KADER. 


Bert Leston Taylor (B 
L.T.) founded “The Line” 
as a column on the editorial 
page of The Chicago Trib- 
une in 1901. Since his 
death it has been conducted 
by Richard Henry Little 
ie wy ay Be) js 


These excerpts reprinted 
from “The Line” of 1922, 
1923 and 1924 show why 
it has continued to grow 
in popularity during the 
regime of our kindly war 
correspondent. 


Dedicated to the loyal 
“contribs” who make the 
column possible, this book- 
et 1s published by The 
‘blic Service Bureau of 
> Chicago Tribune, 1! 
uth Dearborn Street, 
cago. 


A LINE 0’ TYPE OR TWO 


Hew to the Line, let the 
quips fall where they may. 


THE POET. 


I have been singing alone, 
Songs woven out of my days, 
Sadness and gladness and praise— 
Soft little songs of my own. 


One was a song of the spring; 

One was the song of a kiss; 

*Though the spring was unheeding, nor stayed with 
me long, 

And the kiss was good-by to the singer and song, 

Both of them left with me this: 

Something of beauty to sing. 


One who passed by in the street 
Lingered a moment to hear; 

“That was from your heart to my heart!” he said— 
Nay, I shall sing it when he has been dead 
Many and many a year; 

Others will find it as sweet. 


I have been singing alone, 
Songs woven out of my days, 
Sadness and gladness and praise— 
Soft little songs of my own. 
DEIRDRE. 


MARGARET M. says that she had thought the 
Conductor of this Column of Condiment wrote the 
whole works. “ Why, I thought you were Bitter- 
root Bill, Snowshoe Al, Helen Henna, and all of 
them. But I know Edith the First, so you must 
have some contributors.” We'll say we have! And 
we'll say further that nary a lick of writing do we 
do until the last envelope is opened and the last 
contribution hurled at the ceiling. Then, if nothing 
has stuck, We go to work. But not till then! 


OUR KITCHEN WINDOW. 
A frog, a squirrel with a bushy tail, 
A yacht with a mast and ropes and a sail, 
An owl, a hawk, a cow on her knees, 
A broken-down wagon stuck in the trees, 
A mill and a pond, a fairy bridge, 
A round moon rising over the ridge, 
And all with vines and fences crossed— 
What a mixed-up painter you are, Jack Frost! 


ABD-EL-KApDER. 


BEAVER! BEAVER! 


(This is what started the darned thing.) 

O R. H. L.—You just make Doc Evans look out 
of his window in the Trib building every morning 
at 9:30. I don’t care about the Doc— it’s his whis- 
kers. You see, my English cousin and I come 
down to the loop every morning on the bus. She 
has taught me to play Beaver the way they do in 
London. Every time one of us sees a man with 
whiskers she yells BEAVER and that counts one 
on the score. A man with red whiskers counts 
five ’cause he’s a KING Beaver. My cousin has 
played the game in London and is quite expert, and 
that’s why I’ve got to have some trained beavers in 
ambush that I am sure of bagging. So please 
have Doc Evans air his whiskers on the Boul 
Mich side every morning. DIANA. 


THE VERDICT that Harry Thaw is sane makes 
us believe that he was really tried, as the law re- 
quires, by a jury of his peers. 


ACCEPTANCE. 


A long forgotten tome of ancient lore, 
A momentary glance behind the veil, 
A woven web of wonder—nothing more— 
A fairy tale. 


But I am not disposed to pass it by 
H’en though your motives I might deign to quis, 
Your protestations of affection I 
Accept as is. 
Desdemona. 


DR. SUN YAT SEN out in China must know he 
hasn’t the ghost of a chance against the big army 
that is massing against him, but it is supposed 
the doc wants to keep the war going until he can 
dispose of the motion picture rights. 


THE FISHWURB’S MUDDER., 

R. H. L.: I dode gare what you say,—Sprig id 
here! Lab Saberday before id sdowed I saw a lod 
of dose log, sliby fishwurbs. Ad who ebber saw 
a fishwurb id widder? Low S. 


DOGGONE IT, we just know that Harriet Mon- 
roe isn’t going to like the little verse Rudyard 
Kipling wrote for the monument at Sault Sainte- 
Marie, in Canada, in honor of the 359 men of that 
town who made the supreme sacrifice in the late 
guerre. Harriet hasn’t got started yet, but other 
eminent critics say that the last line is structurally 
weak, which is their way of knocking the little 
poem because it rhymes. Anyhow, it’s a beautiful 
thing. Look: 

From little towns in a far land we came, 

To save our honor and a world aflame; 

By little towns in a far land we sleep, 

And trust those things we won to you to keep. 
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IN TIME TO COME. 
When you are old and wearied with applause, 
And all men cry how sweet your singing is, 
Tell them that long ago your sweetest words 
Were given for a kiss. 


Tell them that for my eyes you made delight 
Of woven words that only I might know; 
Tell them I taught you tenderness—and say 


You loved me... long ago. 
Dorothy Dow. 


How Quickly They Learn Our Language! 


Dear R. H. L.: Print a true story in your Line 0’ 
Type and give your readers a delightful surprise, 
to wit: 

An Italian family, loaded down with bundles, as 
usual, was passing through the C. & N. W. station. 
In the rear of the parade toddled a kid about three 
and a half years old. The family was in a hurry. 
The child’s legs were short, his bundle was large, 
and he was losing out in the rush. So he put his 
package down, sat on it, and howled, ‘Oh, hell’s 
bells! wait for the bambino.” 

H. S. STANDISH. 


THE OPEN ROAD. 

A meadow lark starts from a clump of snake 
grass and, swinging carelessly in the wind, carols 
an ode to the dawn of day. ... The grasses are 
sleek and shiny under their coatings of early morn- 
ing dew; the water in the ditches along the side 
of the road gurgles happily as it slides over the 
stones. ... There is a clean, sweet smell in the 
airs. & OL wiudroses so. lilac .. . purple \iria..”. 
and the pungent, penetrating odor of newly plowed 
furrows. ...A red winged blackbird engages in 
a duel with two scarlet tanagers ...a purple 
grackle views the proceedings with supreme un- 
concern ...a farm wagon passes, loaded with 
milk. ... It’s good to be out. ... It’s early sum- 
mer ... it’s morning... and the road is a throb- 
bing living thing under my feet.... MEL-O’D, 


OUR OWN PERSONAL STORIES OF THE 
CANDIDATES: “My, a lot of voters will think 
that I am the one who is running for Vice Presi- 
dent,” said William Jennings, cheerfully, to Brother 
Charley. ‘ Yes,’ said Charley sadly, “I’m afraid 
so.” 


A DOCEVANS contrib says that the way to 
cure cramp in the legs is to throw the legs over 
the head. Cramp in the legs may be distressing, 
but it is much to be preferred to any such conduct. 
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A LADY LIVED IN LESBOS. 


A lady lived in Lesbos a weary time ago; 

So many years have overpassed, it’s little we can 
know; 

So many wars have worn away with gods and creeds 
and kings, 

It’s little we remember now of older, happier things. 


For men go up and down the land, under and over 
the seas 

(A lady lived in Lesbos, but what is that to these?), 

And men sit watching, night by night, how Mars the 
planet spins, 

And women sit and gossip over marriages and sins. 


We have forgotten beauty and all our gods are good, 

And little we remember now the dryads and the 
wood, 

And only old philosophers and foolish dreamers 
know 

What lady lived in Lesbos a weary time ago. 


Tue KING oF THE BLACK ISLES. 


Oh, Tell It to the Marines! 

R. H. L.: The wife and daughter of Lieutenant 
Berry of the Great Lakes Naval Training Station, 
approaching the gate to the Station, were halted by. 
a@ sentry on duty there, who had orders to allow 
no one to enter by that gate. 

“ Sorry, but you’ll have to go around to the main 
gate.” 

“Oh, but we’re the Berrys.” 

“Lady, I don’t care if you’re the cat’s meow! 
You can’t go through this gate.” 

THE INNMATE. 


VOICI L°PINSIGNE DE MU TAU LAMBDA! Oui, 
le moment est arrive! In other words, we do now 
bring before your astonished and de- 
lighted gaze the official pin of M T A. 
4 And what is M T A? Ah, Laura, when 
happy mortals arrive at that proud mo- 
ment in which they have Made the Line 
then they become automatically a member of Mu 
Tau Lambda, the Made the Line fraternity. 


“UNIVERSITY OF CHICAGO to Study Why 
Vegetables Spoil en Route.” —Chievepost. And 
while they’re at it, will they please find out why 
some of the students do? 


Oh, Rare Ben Hecht—Oh, Rare and Tear! 
Sir: I did not understand your caption, ‘Oh, 
rare Ben Hecht!” until I looked up “rare” in 
Webster. Listen—‘‘ Rare—raw—not well cooked or 
prepared.” Hey, you said a mouthful! 
THE DAUBER. 
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SILENT, MYSTERIOUS men walked into our 
office yesterday, grabbed away our telephone, and 
left a new one with a dial filled with the alphabet 
and figures. We've got to get a number now by 
working that contraption, and something tells us 
we’re going to get all balled up. Life gets more 
complicated every day. 


REMEMBRANCE. 


Do you remember the night we met, 

Dear love of mine? The dusk was sweet 
With the scent of primrose and violet; 

Like waves upon white sand, your feet 
Tripped down the path. I waited there 

Knowing that love had knit our lives; 
Starry your eyes, and dark your hawr— 

Do youremember? ... You had the hives. 


Shall you forget our first dear kiss? 
Your deep eyes held the sacred light 
Of love and youth, and, oh, the bliss 
To stand beside you in the summer night! 
Ah, you were Beauty—Love—Desire ; 
You were my life, my God, my Truth; 
I kissed you then, my lips were fire! 
Do you remember? . . . I broke your tooth. 


Do you recall our honeymoon? 
The very clouds sang songs that day, 
Happy for us and our love tn June. 
Your brown eyes danced, your hat was gay, 
Yet you were shy, and, oh, your blush 
Recalled a peach kissed by the rain— 
But somehow, tn the station crush— 
Do you remember?—I missed the tratn. 


Vanapis—Gorpon SEAGROVE. 


Well, We Wouldn’t Brag About It! 
{From the Arkansas Gazette, Little Rock, Ark., by E. C.j 
“SOULS BURNING IN HELL” will be the 
subject of J. O. Johnson, pastor of the People’s 
Baptist church, Sunday night. “Tell Mother 
I'll Be There” will be given as a quartet by 
four young ladies. 


THE SWEET CHIMING BELLS in the tower of 
the new Straus Building are going to play a few 
bars of Handel’s melody every fifteen minutes. We 
like Hindel’s melody, but if we're going to have to 
listen to it every fifteen minutes we feel that in 
about six weeks we're going to like Irving Berlin 
and Husk O’Hare more than we ever thought we 
would. 


A LADY down at Miami, Fla. shot and killed 
her husband because he told her to go to hell 
Men, we've got no rights left! 
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BILL. 


R. H. L.: We sat up waiting for you, expecting 
your performance to be broadcast about 9:30. We 
sat and sat and sat, the three of us—Jim, who likes 
a nice tenor voice singing popular songs; Bill, who 
likes what Jim likes, and I, who agree with them. 

“Damn! ” exploded Jim,. who tried getting fur- 
loughs through five months’ action in the Argonne, 
and so wasn’t very particular about his language, 
“talk about W-G-N; we’re the W. G. N.” 

“What,” asked Bill, who can no longer see (I 
believe it was a splinter of shrapnel—Bill has 
never told), ‘do you mean by us being the W. G. 
N.?” 

“Weary Goops Nodding,” explained Jim. 

Of course, being the youngest, I was silent, but 
listening to about eight soprano solos always 
makes me feel like grabbing a couple of 45s and 
shooting the radio full of holes. 

It was the wartime verse you read from Mar- 
jorie F. W.—“ Alchemy,” I think you said the poem 
was called—that made our long wait so worth 
while. We sat very still after that for a long time. 
Then I tried to repeat it: 

“ . . . turns each into a star for me, 
So that wherever he may be, 
Whenever he sees them flaming bright, 
He'll know I’m kissing him good-night.” 

“‘ T—wish,” said Bill slowly, groping for words as 
he now gropes through life with his unseeing eyes, 
“T—wish—some_ girl—had written—something— 
like that—to—me.” 

Signing off, MERELY HAROLD. 


IN SOVIET RUSSIA they can get a divorce in 
five minutes and it only costs a dollar and a half. 
It would seem as though it would be easier for a 
man to divorce his wife than take her to luncheon. 


EXPERTS at the state university say that IIli- 
nois has 123 varieties of soil. And when we get 
into a good, sharp political battle in Illinois we 
use about every one of them, too. 


TO A FRIEND. 


We cannot think of you right now 
As President—not today ; 

Because the angels came at night 
And took your boy away. 


And so we only think of you 
Just as a friend, a pal; 

We’d like to take your hand and say 
We’re mighty sorry—Cal. 
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MY AMERICA. 


More famed than Rome, as splendid as old Greece, 
And saintlier than Hebrew prophet’s dream; 

A shrine of beauty, Italy-inspired ; 

A nobler France, by truth and freedom fired; 

As hale as England, treasuring the gleam 

Of knightly Arthur; though a land of peace, 

As brave as Sparta—till all hellish wars shall cease. 


Ir. thought, as wide as in her prairie sea; 

In deeds, as splendid as her mountain piles, 

As noble as her mighty river tides. 

Let her be true, a land where right abides; 

Let her be clean, as sweet as summer isles ; 

And let her sound the note of liberty 

For all the earth, till every man and child be free! 
Tuomas Curtis Ciark. 


“T KNOW the killingest story,” said little Katie 
Webber. “It happened only the other night, 
on the North Side. There was a man at the 
dinner party, and he couldn’t get the attention of 
the lady on either side of him. So he waited and 
waited, until finally the salad came around. And 
then what do you think he did? He took the let- 
tuce off the plate and rubbed it on his hair. The 
woman on his right gasped and said, ‘O, that’s 
lettuce! ’ And the man said, ‘Is it?’ The woman 
said, ‘ Yes, it’s lettuce!’ And the man said, ‘My 
mistake; I thought it was spinach.’ ” 

“He should have looked more closely,” said we. 


GERMANY passed a law yesterday restoring six 
per cent beer. Who won the war? 


TWENTY-SIX YEARS AGO we took Manila. 
And the worst of it is we’ve got the darned thing 
yet. 


FLAME OF LOVE. 


Oh! tend your flame of love with care, 
And feed it many a kuss, 
And loving little words and smiles, 
And dreams of coming bliss. 
For love, luke any other fire, 
Will burn itself away, 
Unless you feed rt well with fuel, 
And kindle it each day. 
Marsorie F. W. 


(The last line when President Wilson was buried.) 

OPEN RANKS, MEN. Here, litter-bearers—this 
way. (It’s the Commander in Chief—he’s gone 
west.) Steady, men! Bugler, sound taps. 
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“CHICAGO is a lady caught changing her 
clothes.’’—Architect Eliel Saarinen in yesterday’s 
W.G.N. Eliel, we do not think that is a very nice 
remark, and we trust you will not continue the 
simile further. 


THERE IS ONLY ONE answer, dearly beloved, 
to the weird front page yarns about the Pharaoh’s 
eurse being responsible for the death of Lord Car- 
aarvon: tut, tut! 


SEA MOODS. 


Why, I had thought love 

Like a storm 

At sea— 

Glorious, defiant, merciless, 
Tossing moods like spray 

Upon the hot sands of desire, 
Anointing aching bareness 

With a surging satisfaction, 

And, waning, leaving 

Memories ... bittersalt ... 


Triumphant, compelling, 
Not to be resisted, 

Yet to be feared, 

In its cruel crush of passion. 


But now, my dear, my dear, 

I know 

Love’s just a slow song singing in my heart, 
And quiet happiness throughout the day, 
And peace 

In your glad arms 


Atidusk ai 
Syivra. 


That Sounds Like Lafayette. 


R. H. L.: You’ve got that story all wrong. 
A British Tommy told me all about it. He stood 
right there when it happened, and he knows. He 
said that General Pershing went forward a few 
steps, toward the tomb, and, in a deep, low tone 
that was almost a sob, said, ‘‘ Lafayette, we are 
here! ” There was a moment’s awful silence, and 
then a still, soft voice came from the tomb: “I 
say, pardon me, but it’s dam near time.” Mary. 


I THOUGHT. 
When I was just a wee, wee lass, 
Of only six or seven, 
My mother told me that the stars 
Were daisies, gone to Heaven; 
And every morning when the sun 
Had frightened Night away, 
The daisy-stars would come again, 
Down to the earth to play. 
Hivorra. 
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MOVE OVER ON THE NEST. 


Dear Dick: Having made a tasty bonfire of my 
Xmas photos, I feel that I am eligible to make a 
New Year’s resolution: 

For 1924 1 shall let the ladies vote, 
smoke, drink, shoot their sweeties, and 
stand up on the “ L” trains 

Are you with me, or do I set alone? 

Bo BRUMMEL. 


TO JACK AT SEA. 


Four days out from old New York, two days before 
you're due, 

You won’t pick no destroyers up, in the year of 
twenty-two. 

But in the year of eighteen, when .you was building 
ships, 

The Kaiser’s little submarines, they made their 
weekly trips. 


They made their weekly trips, Jack, and up and 
down they’d roam, 

"Til Uncle Sammy’s sailor boys, they come and 
chased them home. 

South-easterly from Kinsale Head, in every storm 
that blew, 

We kept the ocean highways clear and brought the 
transports through. 


Look overside, Jack Dempsey, a mile beneath the 
waves, 

Deep in the North Atlantic’s slime are Yankee 
sailors’ graves. 

On destroyers and mine-sweeps, we were always 
standing by; 

We scrubbed the decks and fought the Huns and 
weren’t afraid to die. 


So sail in peace, Jack Dempsey, across the ocean 
blue, 
The chammion of this old world—that we made 
safe for you. 
STEAMER. 


NOW, W2’VE JUST got to go to Arizona; the 
pacifists are going to hold a summer school in Chi- 
cago the last half of this month. All right, hold it; 
and we’ll go out and sit on somebody’s desert in 
Arizona and listen to the coyotes. 


TODAY (APRIL 26) is the birthday of William 
Shakespeare, the Bard of Avon. He was famous 
for his plays, a form of entertainment that existed 
before the invention of the motion picture. 
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THE CUSTOMS OF THE ANCIENTS. 
BY THE LONG SHOT. 
1944. 


In the days, dear children, when Green River 
denoted a liquor and not merely a liquid, your 
grandfather’s voice could be heard caroling 
through the stilly night air as he staggered along 
in the starlight. Down the deserted street his joyous 
words went winging: “I wuzh floatin’ down zee 
ole Green River ’ Draped around a distant 
lamp-post, another adventurer of the night took 
up the refrain: “On ee good ship Roc’ an’ 
Rye——” 

Ah, what beautiful harmony, what rapturous un- 
derstanding these two souls knew then as they 
bayed to the spinning moon! Kindred souls they 
were, answering with one accord the call of the 
boiled. 

Rock and Rye was truly the sweetest of all bev- 
erages. Into a small glass was poured a spoonful 
of rock candy sirup. Or, if the mixer had the time, 
he lowered into the glass a string of rock candy it- 
self and toyed with it, the rye whisky through the 
pure crystal looking like molten bronze slipping 
over a chain of diamonds. This—this 

Dear children—forgive me—I can—say no more. 
I—I—I lived in those dim, far off pre-Volsteadian 
days—this memory of—Rock and Rye—is breaking 
my heart—I cannot—go on—I—— 


(The professor has fainted! Is there a doctor 
in the audience?) 


DAVIS will get a big vote on top of the moun- 
tains down south. They’ll think it’s Jeff. 


Words Fitly Spoken Are Like Apples of Gold 
in Pictures of Silver. 


Sir: You may know a lot of snappy comebacks, 
but I heard one the other night on a street car 
that was just as clever as it could be. And from 
a young woman, too, that had not had all the cul- 
tural and educational opportunities that our Gold 
Coast girls have. But she was of nimble wit and 
had a natural ability in choosing and using words. 
She and her young man were sitting in the seat 
just in front of me. Said she to him, ‘Oh gwan, 
I hain’t as dumb as I look.” Said he to her, “ Naw, 
yer dummer.” ‘Is thet so?” said the girl. ‘‘ Well, 
say kid, spit on the spot where yuh wanna die.” 

CONSTANT HEARER. 


“ROBERT M. LA FOLLETTE FORMALLY 
WILL ENTER THE RACE FOR PRESIDENT.’”’— 
Chievepost. No! We deny that Robert M. La Fol- 
lette formally will enter the race for President. 
When Battling Bob goes in, he’ll have a scalping 
knife in one hand and a tomahawk in the other, 
and fire, smoke, and brimstone bursting from both 
nostrils and his ears while he gives his awful war 
whoops. Formally! You don’t know Robert! 
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HALLOWEEN. 


Win’ blowin’ cool in the pine trees, 
Sassy lvl moon a-gittin’ bright, 
Bonfire dyin’, screech owl cryin’, 
Awful kinda skeery night. 
Sycamores silver in the long lane, 
Shadders a-dancin’ in between, 
Everthing quaky and shivery and shaky 
Right aroun’ Halloween. 
Vv. 8. B. 


THE BOLSHEVIKI have struck a terrible blow 
at the poets. Not with a firing squad or dungeon 
cell. Nay, far worse. The soviet government has 
notified the world that in the future the name Rus. 
sia has been erased and that the new name of the 
Red republic is Ussr. Dispatches from Moscow 
yesterday said that fifteen poets had already gone 
insane and ninety-four committed suicide because 
they could find no rhyme for Ussr. But shall the 
bolsheviki triumph? No, a thousand times no! 
Up, ye poets of the Line! Let’s have a rhyme 
for Ussr. 


There once was a stenog in Ussr 
Who for facial good looks was a fusar, 
"Til her boss, with a shout, 
Threw her makeup box out, 
’Cause she took years to answer the bussr. 
The Grinning Apparition, 
A Muscovite flapper in Ussr 
Told a Mujik who started to fussr, 
“The terrestrial goo 
On the side of my shoe 
Indicates that I might be much wussr.” 
Oswaldina von Blomblats. 
There was a young lady from Ussr, 
Who chopped her good husband in two, sir. 
When asked was she sorry, 
She said, “ No, begorry, 
“The thrills in my life are so few, sir!” 
Eve. 


THE ADDRESS made by the Conductor of this 
Column of Culture last night by the W-G-N radio 
was distinctly heard in far off Australia. Cable- 
grams have already been received saying that two 
kangaroos fainted, a rock wallaby promised never 
to drink intoxicants again, and an ornithorynchus 
in Tasmania burst into frantic tears and was 
taken home in an ambulance. 


Shash Rite! 
If old Al Smith should win the day, 


We all would shout, “ Hic! Hic! Hooray!” A.L. 
11 


I WANT A PAL. 


I want a pal for a dusty trail 
That winds through the rolling west, 

A bob-haired pal with a hearty hail, 
To join a vagabond’s quest; 

A pal who can feel the old odd thrill 
That comrades only can know, 

Who'll hold my hand on a windswept hill, 
When the washed-out stars hang low; 
Who'll sing for me when the moon rides high 

A drowsy old gypsy song, 
And say good-night as the coyotes cry 
With a kiss that’s warm and long. 
Colorado Pete. 


DOC WHITE on the witness stand yesterday in 
the Franks case said that Angel Face Loeb was 
insane because when he was a boy he played with 
a teddy bear. Oh migod Doc! don’t say that! don’t 
say that! So did we. 


BE YOURSELF. 

R. H. L.: The papers say that Northwestern 
University has thirty-eight students that refuse to 
fight. I know, I know, I know. It’s their football 
squad. THE PLAGIARIST. 


DREAMS. 


Dreams so soft, so lilting, tender, 
Shining, drifting, fragrant things, 
They are all that life can render, 
All that thrills in me and sings. 


Dreams so fleeting, sweet and hurting, 
Dreams that sigh and steal away, 

Can I hold you—still asserting 
You are mine through night and day? 


Can I hold you still forgetting 
Things of stark sad loneliness, 

Things that merce the heart with fretting, — 
Can I hold you in their press? 


Dreams so soft, so lilting, tender, 
Shining, drifting, fragrant things— 
May I keep them, O Great Sender, 
...dn my far sad wanderings? 
Peter Pan. 


SIMON CALLED PETER, yes; but what are the 
facts? According to Hippolytus, it happened this 
way: The two had been playing all night in a 
joint in Jerusalem and finally decided to play the 
consolation, with the sky for the limit, and go 
home. Peter opened, and Simon raised. Peter 
stayed, and they each took one card. The betting 
was brisk, but finally Peter says, “ It’ll cost money 
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to look at my hand,” and he shoved in every stack 
of chips he had, about seven hundred drachmas. 
Simon said, “I call you. Waddayagot?’” ‘“ Oh, just 
four little typewriters here,’’ said Peter, layin’ ’em 
down and reaching for the pot. “ Back up, brother,” 
says Simon, and he puts down four aces. “ Jumpin’ 
unicorns! ” gasped Peter, “did you have ’em be- 
fore the draw?” ‘“ Sure,” says Simon; “about two 
hours before.” 


THE NEW WAY T’ GLORY. 
I’se gwine t’ Glory in er airyplane. 
(Hal-hal-a-hallelujah!) 
Po’ common trash be ridin’ on er train. 
(Hal-hal-a-hallelujah!) 
White folks can hab dey autymobiles, 
Ox carts good ernuff fo’ cheap tar-heels: 
But when I stahts fo’ de promised lan’, 
Gwine step on de gas, an’ wave mah hand, 
Roa’h th’u de skies to de golden gate, 
Aint even gwine to hes-i-tate— 
Nothin’ gwine block me on dat road, 
Track all cl’ar t’? mah las’ abode, 
Pa’hk mah plane in er fleecy cloud, 
Call fo’ mah ha’hp an’ snow-white shroud, 
St. Peter gwine say: “ W’y, sho’s I live, 
Hallelujah, boy, you don’ a-riv’!” 
By. Ye (Por): 


CAREY ORR came in and sat on our typewriter 
yesterday and said: ‘“ Did you ever hear the one 
about the cross-eyed judge and the three cross-eyed 
prisoners?” “ No,” said we, ‘“ but we’re going to.” 
‘“‘Well,” said Carey, “the cross-eyed judge looked 
at the first prisoner and said, ‘Guilty or not 
guilty?’ ‘Not guilty,’ said the second prisoner. 
‘Keep still, shouted the judge, angrily, ‘I wasn’t 
talking to you.’ ‘I didn’t say nothin’,’ said the 
third prisoner.” 

There was quite a pause. “Then why did he 
speak out of his turn?” asked we. “I told you, to 
begin with,” said Carey, ‘‘ that the judge was cross- 
eyed and the three prisoners were cross-eyed.” 
“And was the third prisoner a smallish man with 
red hair and a wooden leg?” asked we. “Oh, 
shut up!” said Carey Orr. 


“POSSESSION of an automobile in Soviet Rus- 
sia,” says Sigrid Schultz in the W. G. N., “is basis 
enough for exile to northern Siberia.” O Sigrid, 
ask the Soviets if they would please lend us a few 
judges for our Speeders’ court? 


WELL, GOD SAVE the Prince of Wales, say we, 
but it’s going to be a pretty hard job if that boy 
doesn’t stay off of horses, 
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DECEMBER. 


Rumor came on the north wind yesterday that 
sneering death lurked near my favorite field, and I 
hurried from the town to cry a protest, but this 
thing was there before me, and the latest and 
bravest dandelion was dead. The maples beyond 
the marsh were as black against the sky as char- 
coal marks upon an Arab’s tent; the sumach 
crumbled in my hands, withered like the tea leaves 
from old Japan; the ochre willows at the margin 
of the lake drooped heavily, and, in the wind, I 
thought I heard them crying like Rachel for her 
children; and the lake itself, so serene and friend- 
ly in September, now frowned and chilled me like 
a stranger; a flock of blackbirds, restless and with- 
out design, flew above it, no longer trustful of its 
reeds and rushes; and high on a naked limb of a 
spotted cottonwood sat the chief mourner—a gaunt 
buzzard, as black as the sinner’s judgment-day, 
and he lifted and lowered his wings as a widow 
adjusts her weeds when the preacher takes his 
text. Across the smitten flelds came the north 
winds, and on them rode the gray Norns chanting 
a dirge, and I joined the processional of death. 
Now I understand what the Master meant when 
he said, ‘‘Pray that your flight be not in winter.” 

ABORIGINE. 


IF ONLY— 
I. 


The days would all be golden— 
The blossoms sweet with dew; 
The breezes soft and scented, 
The skies a cloudless blue; 
The birds would sing, unceasing, 
As now they sometimes don’t— 
If love would last forever, 
But—tt won't! 


II. 


No day or night would ever 
Seem long, or dull, or sad; 
All parting would be tender, 
All greetings gay and glad; 
All life, in fact, be joyous, 
And quite without a blot, 
If I were only faithful— 
But I’m not. 


Dororpy Dow. 


Tomorrow—and Tomorrow—and Tomorrow. 
R. H. L.: Which day ia best to Make the Line? 
JOHN HIDWARD. 
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“SINCERELY YOURS” or “ Yours truly ”’? One 
would say offhand that either of these phrases 
might be used in closing a letter, but an awful 
sterm has been raised in New York because Mayor 
Hylan wrote “sincerely yours” on circular letters 
to women voters. Prof. Woolley, author of a 
“ Handbook in Composition,” and many other emi- 
nent authorities say “sincerely yours” is proper 
only in letters to friends. We never thought it 
made much difference whether the one or the other 
was used. In writing to readers who declare the 
Line is delightful we always say “sincerely yours,” 
and to those who inform us it is rotten we say 
“very truly,” “very truly yours,” or ‘go to hell.” 


MARE NOSTRUM. 


You walked beside me, dear, on yesterday 
‘When those who met me thought I went alone 
Out through the gate of Rome, where every stone 
Is half alive, sleeping and dreaming—nay, 
Waking at times to bid the traveler stay 
To share the dream on such an afternoon, 
To feel the sun, and watt the rising moon, 
And watch the ghosts go down the Appian Way. 


These ghosts walked not with me. But, as I strode 
Over a hill, came from the shining West 
The gleam of sun on water, and I guessed— 
Rather than saw—the sea where galleys rode 
Once to the port of Rome, burdened with load 
Of precious plunder from the scattered isles 
Conquered from east to west a thousand miles,— 
“Our Sea” they called it, in their haughty mode. 


But you and I, love, have a western sea, 
Ours without conquest, by diviner right— 
At morn a crystal-sapphire sea, at night 
A star-flecked sea of purple mystery 
Where, homeward-bound, sails many an argosy 
Of dream-hopes we have launched upon tts tide. 
So, every sea-glimpse brings you to my sde, 
And yesterday, unseen, you walked with me. 
BERNARD. 


CHARLEY DAWES came over to the Line 0’ 
Type corner Saturday and sat in our chair (some 
day. maybe, we’ll have two chairs) and explained 
about the pipe. He said he didn’t smoke it upside 
down, as a lot of people think when they look at 
the pictures on the back page. It’s that kind of a 
pipe. When it’s upside down it’s right side up, if 
you know what we mean. “ Just like the Repub- 
lican party right now,” said we, brightly. ‘“ And 
so you never get your mouth burned,” said Charley, 
just as though we hadn’t said a word. 
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LUX IN TENEBRIS. 


When I travel the Silent Trail, Billy—that long, 
dark, lonely lane—and your tears devout, as my 
hght goes out, fall fast on the counterpane; when 
I rise to the realms of bliss, Billy, or sink to the 
depths accurst; when you close my eyes as I scale 
the skies, unless you are planted first— 


Don’t go to the grasping Trust, Billy; don’t pay 
them a blackmail price; but study the ads of the 
“outside lads,” who’ll bury me cheap but nice. 
They’ll quote you less than the Trust, Billy; 
they’ve conscience, a sense of shame, and rates 
(1 have heard) that are cut one-third, but the 
quality’s just the same. 


They’ve stained-glass panes in the morgue, Billy; 
the chapel is furnished free; and “ everything 
here has an atmosphere of culture and sympathy.” 
The organ has eighteen stops, Billy—oak-framed 
and electric-blown—and it’s all thrown in with a 
violin and an optional saxophone. 


The tariffs are all revised, Billy—you pay by the 
printed scale; you can phone (don’t write) any 
time of the night, and they’ve service by road and 
rail. And it lightens the heart to learn, Billy, as 
the evening of life slips by, that we’ve guys that’ll 
give us an even break when we’ve made up our 
minds to die. B. W. W. 


TO PROVE IT. 

R. H. L. Touching this matter of the English 
lack of humor, if you say the English have no 
sense of humor, why do you TRIBUNE people print 
a picture from Punch every day? Hy. 


ANDANTE. 

Snow falls 
Incessantly across the clouded plain 
As if a minor motif throbbed again. 
Who calls? 
Gray somber notes repeating weary pain, 
Inke a slow elegy the thick snow falls! 
Who mourns in the unending quiet strain? 
Now leafless elms lament like fretted strings, 
And slowly, hopelessly the low wind sings. 
The frozen grass grieves softly. I complain 
This snowy pall that to the dead earth clings 
And this reiterated sad refrain. 

BertHa TEN Eyck JAMES. 

BACKWARD, TURN BACKWARD, O Time, in 


your flight, bring my red flannel undies to wear this 
June night! 
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NEITHER DID THE TELEPHONE GIRL. 


R. H. L.: I read your sad moaning over ths 
fact that your telephone is to be changed to the dial 
kind. You don’t Know the half of it, dearie, you 
don’t know the half! Wait a couple of weeks and 
see how many wrong numbers you dial. And the 
worst of it is, you can’t jaw the telephone girl; you 
just sit and cuss the dial, and—whoops, my dear!— 
the dial doesn’t care. A PERFECT LADY. 


MY GARDEN. 


I have a secret garden, 
Where flowers bloom at night 
And languish in the daytime, 
Too tender for the light. 


So sensitive they cannot live 
Beneath the glare of noon, 

And dare but drink the tears of dew 
That trickle from the moon. 


The flowers in my garden 
Nor seed nor fruit they bear, 

But filmy blooms and rare perfumes 
Exotic as the air. 


They are but ghosts, those blossoms 
That lave in tears of dew, 
But with what dreams the garden teems 
And memories of you. 
Eolus. 


The Very One We'd Like to Have Written. 

R. H. L.: Please have Fanny Butcher ask for 
my confession. I’m just dyin’ to tell her the book 
I’d be tickledest to have written is ‘“‘ The Autobiog- 
raphy of John D. Rockefeller.” DEEDA PER J. 


THE JAPANESE stopped a jazz orchestra from 
playing out in Tokio while Americans were dancing. 
But we absolutely refuse to go to war over that. 
The Japs could come right to Chicago and stop a 
lot of jazz orchestras, and it wouldn’t hurt our 
feelings a bit. We’d just thank ’em kindly. 


THE CANONIZATION OF CABELL. 

R. H. L.: Haven’t you found Cabell’s “ Jurgen” 
a most unusual book? What delights in the rare 
metaphors! What travesty of mythology! The 
concealed humor of Chaucer, the delightful fantasy 
of Dunsany, the droliness of “ Pilgrim’s Progress,” 
the truths of Omar, the description of Irving, the 
beauty of Tennyson, the high spots of the “In- 
ferno.” Byron, Thackeray, Wilde, Maeterlinck,— 
not plagiarized but blended, are ‘“ Jurgen’s.” The 
psycho-analysis of a man’s soul, the travels of his 
subconscious mind, his conceits Freudianly im- 
plied. So here’s to Cabell—his genius will never die! 

JURGEN, THE LAMPLIGHTHR. 
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A LINE 0’ TYPE OR TWO 


Hew to the Line, let the 
quips fall where they may. 


TO B. L. T. 


You used to go away sometimes, forth-faring to a 
call; 

The blowing pipes of spring-time, or the muted 
harps of fall; 

And something of the joy to ease the daily hurt of 
pain 

You took with you and kept for us, until you came 
again. 


And then one chill March morning, when winds were 
keening high 

You went a longer questing, nor stopped to say 
good-by. 

Now spring pipes blow in vain for you, in valley 
and o’er plain Ny 

And autumn harps sing low beneath the fingers of 
the rain. 


There comes no message from the land in which you 
wander far; 

Upon the Endless Road of All, your guide the Soul’s 
great Star; 

Yet, sometimes as I read the Line when Lafe seems 
gray of hue 

I seem to catch the sunlight of your spirit smilin’ 
through. 

NYLEHTE. 


“LET US pledge ourselves,” shrieks the pacifist 
orator, “ not to fight for the United States, no matter 
what happens.” As we ponder this over we turn to 
the prairie dog for an answer. “ BURP, BURP!” 
say the prairie dogs. Right! that’s the only logical 
conclusion. We're going to Wyoming. BURP, 
BURP, BURP! 


Ah Ha! Transmigration! 

R. H. L.: I lamped in the peerless Wis. State 
Journal the query: “Do you recall when street 
cars were operated by mules?” After an argument 
with a motorman this morning, may I rise to re- 
mark that they still are? ARGON THE LAZY. 


CHRISTIANIA, NORWAY, is to be changed to 
Oslo. We spent a month in Christiania one day and 
so we're not surprised. (This wheeze is put in the 
Line Book for revenge. When it appeared in the 
column it was printed “Osla.” If there were only 
more pages in this brochure we could salwage a lot 
of jokes.) 
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A MOSQUITO’S LOVE IS OF A MOSQUITO’S 
LIFE A THING APART. 


R. H. L.: You can’t exaggerate about our Des 
Plaines mosquito! As pets they are a wow. I have 
one that is so affectionate that he went down to 
the train with me this morning and bit me good-by. 

B. E. R. WYNNE. 


BILL HAYS gets $822 each and every day for 
worrying about the movie actors. The extra 800 
is for worrying about Mabel. 


GILA TOWN. 


There are horsemen ridin’ on the trail 
That leads to Gila Town, 
Where the dancin’ girls are waitin’ 
For their gold. 
And yellow lights are winkin’ out 
Upon the desert’s brown, 
And the ’dobe walls are deaf, dumb, blind, 
And old, 


You can hear their glasses clinkin’ 
And their high heels on the floor 
To a mandolin’s sweet old fandango tune; 
And the ponies waitin’ patiently 
Beside the curtained door 
Are a-dreamin’ in the shadows of the moon. 


There are horsemen ridin’ on the trail 
That leads from Gila Town, 
Where the dancin’ girls are countin’ 
Up their gold, 
And yellow lights are winkin’ out 
Upon the desert’s brown, 
And the ’dobe walls are deaf, dumb, blind, 
And old. 
Litt or PHantom RAaNncuH. 


MEREDITH NICHOLSON deplores at great 
length in the New York papers because Indianians 
have turned from the pure sweet well of English 
undefiled and are saying “different than” all the 
way from the yellow Ohio to the Michigan state 
line. Mr. Nicholson, in a mighty passion of humilia- 
tion and grief, asks who has done this vile thing? 
Who has taught the Hoosiers to abandon “ different 
from” and say only “ different than”? Perhaps it 
was G. Ade, but we rather think it was old Gen. 
Usage. He is a dashing, daring old swashbuckler, 
and no grammarians or formalists can put hand- 
cuffs or leg irons on him. Meredith is hot on his 
trail, but as well try to induce a cyclone to stay 
to tea. When last seen he was sitting on a log in 
Brown County viciously hacking an infinitive limb 
from limb. 


A DEADLOCK in a convention means that 
something around there is dead. 
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AN INCIDENT OF THE GREAT WAR. 


Uncle Andrew Mellon (Secretary of the Treas- 
ury) finds each bonus plan that comes up more 
inadvisable than its predecessors. We remember 
Uncle Andy. It was a cold, cheerless day in the 
fall of 1918, up in the Argonne. It had been rain- 
ing all day; the ground was a sea of mud; the 
trees had been so mutilated by shellfire that they 
looked like telephone poles. The Boche was putting 
down a drumfire on the road over which a column 
of Yanks were toiling to the front. A shell struck 
near the head of the column. A half-dozen soldiers 
went down, some of them dead. At the head of 
the regiment trudged a sturdy officer. “Come on, 
boys,” he said calmly, turning to his men. “ Our 
country, boys, remember that, always our country; 
we must go on until we die. Forward, men! ” Who 
was that brave American officer? It was none 
other than Andrew J. Mellon, now Secretary of the 
Treasury. Yes, it was! lLykell, lykKell, lykell! 


THE PIPER. 


My love and I danced for a night and were gay, 
But the piper came round with the dawning of 
day, 
“Ye have danced,” quoth the piper, “ and now ye 
must pay. 
That the world may observe,” quoth he. 


“°Tis the law of the dance, that the cost of the 
game 
Shall be only the maiden’s tarnished name; 
For ’tis easy to see that a man’s not to blame, 
And the world must learn by thee.” 


But my love turned and spoke when the piper was 
paid, 
“ At best ye were but a poor dancer, maid!” 
And forgot he had led in the game we had played! 
And the world grew wise to see. 


Marjorie F. W. 


He Gave You the Ostrich, Old Dear! 

R. H. L.: Some of us Rainbow Division men were 
in London, and I remarked to a Lime House Blighter 
that A. E. F. stood for “ After England Failed,” to 
which the L. H. B. replied, ‘‘Gor blime me! you 
calls yourselves the Rinebow Diwision. Rinebow 
is right—hafter the storm is over! ” Snappy come- 
back—wot? E. X. BEAVER. 


CAL AT THE CONVENTION. 
Oh, I’m the Old Guard and the radical wing, 
I’m the handwriting on the wail, 
And the delegates true and the chairman, too, 
And the band in the front of the hall. 
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THE BURIAL OF CABELL. 


To a Young Man Rhapsodizing Over Cabell: 
Cabell? Fie, dearie, fie, it is not decent to exhume 
the dead. For twenty years a gentleman from 
Virginia named James Branch Cabell scribbled a 
great many words (largely obsolete) that nobody 
bothered to read; then one bright spring morning 
the S. S. V., aided by all that was immortal of 
Anthony Comstock, was silly enough to suppress 
“Jurgen” and the show was on. Bookleggers 
bought themselves new Cadillacs, book reviewers 
officiated at the birth of a cliché, and all the bright 
Young Intellectuals raved and tore their hair over 
the colossal, the unconscionable stupidity of a 
world that destroyed the work of an artist who 
was comparable (and it was not considered queer 
that none had discerned it before) only to Rabelais. 
And it was all rather wonderful for a while. But 
somebody quoted “honi soit” to the Society and 
it, nettled, retaliated by permitting the bookleggers 
to take “Jurgen” out from under the counter 
and put it on top. A few months later when a 
Mr. Cabell brought out “ The High Place,” the most 
favorable criticism it received was a brief notice 
wherein the Mercury’s lit’ry critic grouped it a 
trifle vaguely with Aldous Huxley’s “ Antic Hay” 
and Carl Van Vechten’s “ Blind Bowboy.” Cabell? 
Requiescat in pace! HELEN HENNA. 


COULD I BRING PEACE? 
Could I bring peace to you, belovéd liar, 
Could I bring peace tonight, and put aside 
Deceits which feed your mutable desire— 
Perhaps again I would be deified. 

Perhaps again you’d dream that I was she— 

The phantom you are always looking for— 

Perhaps indeed the phantom I could be 

Did I bring peace. But all you now adore 

In me are these dull antics I go through: 
“Be Heéloise,” you say, “Be Guinevere ”— 

And I become a puppet pulled by you. 

I smile ...I cry ...I even mimic fear 

While fearing most of all that you will say 

I do not act it in the proper way! 

Marion Strobel. 


MAJOR ROWAN, the man who carried the 
“message to Garcia,” has been presented by Con- 
gress with the Distinguished Service Cross. He 
carried the message twenty-four years ago—he got 
the medal yesterday. All of which goes to prove 
that republics are not ungrateful; if Major Rowan 
sticks around twenty-four years more he will get 
a gold-headed cane, and in 1970 the silver pickle 
dish and cake knife. 
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THE LITTLE PIPER. 


Along an upland straying, 

I heard a youngster playing 

‘ Upon a willow flute; 

I felt my burden lighten, 

I felt my spirit brighten— 
My heart became a lute 

That set my soul a-singing 

Until the echoes, ringing, 
Awoke the woodland mute. 


But he who played so neatly, 
So lightly and so sweetly— 
Alas, he played no more; 
He tossed the willow whistle 
Into a clump of thistle, 
And sought his wayside door. 
Afar, within the city, 
I seem to hear his ditty, 
And sing, as years before. 


Laura BLACKBURN. 


[The day before the primaries.] 

ALL READY, NOW, ROOSTERS! Mr. Essing- , 
ton, the w. k. Streator welterweight, is about to 
enter the ring against Oh Pardon Me. He will 
knock him out in the first round. And when he 
does, oh, Roosters of the Line, do your stuff, boys, 
do your stuff! . | 


LOGE ER 8 SO GS Ge 


[The day after.] 

WELL, WELL, WELL! Today we expected to 
hear the merry crowing of our Line roosters. But 
the Hon. Len has won; our roosters will not crow; 
for pity’s sake, look at the darn things now! 


SKALLEVLSSE 


CHILDURNS BEDTIME STORIE 
by Snowshoe Al. 


Oscar Mink, the famus detektiff, stopt ter watch 
Reginald Rabbit, hoo wus paintin’ a sign. The sign 
read, use Dr. Squirrel’s Akorn Oil fer tired hind 
feet. ‘“‘ Howdy, Slooth,” sed R. Rabbit. ‘“ Hullo,” 
sed the famus slooth, “kin you tell me where is a 
good hotel in this visinity?” ‘“ Well,” sed R. Rab- 
bit, “ you mite try Sneek Inn, run by mr. an’ mrs. 
Polecat, altho’ I heer there rates are awful high, 
on account they claim ter have created a ‘ atmos- 
phere uv there own.’” ‘“ Thanks,” sed Oscar Mink, 
“IT am on my way ter Prairy dog town ter look fer 
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Clarence Crow. This mornin’ he had a argumint 
with his useless half, an’ wood you believe it, the 
dirty loafer busted 3 uv her eggs an’ pulled all the 
fethers off her wings. Have you seen him?” 
“Nope, I aint,” said R. Rabbit. “I figger that you 
aint tellin’ me all you know,” sed the grate slooth. 
“You figger like Andy Mellon used ter,” sed R. 
Rabbit. “Beware, yung fella,’ said the grate 
detektiff, “or you may yet see the goldfish room, 
fer no obstikles kin prevent Oscar Mink from 
bringin’ in his man.” ‘“ Well,” said R. Rabbit, 
“why didn’t you bring his wife along?’ ‘“ She 
kant fly without fethers,’’ sed the noted slooth. 
“Coodn’t she ride on yer back?” sed R. R. “My 
deer sir,” sed the grate detektiff, “I am a kriminal 
hunter, not a yella cab.” Whereupon he entered 
Sneek Inn. A momint later he kame out agen, an’ 
rushed franticly terwards the river. Clarence 
Crow wuz hidin’ in a bush on the river bank an’ 
beleevin’ hisself diskovered, he stept out on the 
- path, tremblin’ with feer, an’ sed “I give up.” “ Git 
the hell outa the way,” sed Oscar Mink without 
stoppin’, 


GEORGIA SLEEP SONG. 


Heah an ol’ owl hootin’ fum de branches uv er pine— 
Callin’ “ Whoo—whoo—whoo! ” 

Ain’t gwine to git ma chile, so don’ yo’ nevah min’ 
Ef he calls at you. 

Safe insule yo’ cradle-baid, 

Mammy covah up yo’ haid, 

Daddy shoot de ol’ owl daid 
Dat calls “ Whoo—whoo!” 


Lam’s are all a-sleepin’ in de pen below de hill— 
Now, ma honey, don’ weep. 
Rovah’s gwine to stay awake, no dogs can come 
an’ kuill 
While he watch ow’ah sheep. 
Ol hoot-owl am gone away, 
In’! lam’s will res’ twell day, 
Mammy by yo’ side will stay— 
So sleep—sleep—sleep! 
E. D. B. 


WE HAVE WITH US tonight Mr. Chauncey M. 
Depew, than whom, etc., etc. He was ninety years 
old yesterday and still playing golf and making 
after-dinner speeches. How can a man live so long 
if he speaks at as many dinners a week as Chaun- 
cey does? Ah, wise old Chauncey speaks at the 
public dinners, he doesn’t eat ’em. 
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DISTANCE. 
I. 

It is not parting from the friend I love 

That gives me grief. For friendship, swift as light, 

Stronger than death, by its own mystic might 
Can span the miles and rocky barriers move. 
We are not prisoners of time and space, 

Bound to some little acre of green earth, 

Vassals of Here and Now. With radiant mirth 
Our hearts might leap the seas to close embrace. 


But when I sit beside you, hand in hand, 

Searching your eyes for some assuring sign 
To tell me that you trust and understand, 

And feel no touch or glance that answers mine— 
Better, with love, a thousand leagues between 
Than face to face yet hidden by that screen. 

Bernard. 


NOW, YOU SEE! We had frost last night. 
After this, when we tell you to keep ’em on, you’re 
a-goin’ to keep ’em on. NO, INDEED! Not yet! 
Not yet! WAIT! WAIT! 


THEY HAD THE LAUGH ON THE LADY, 

R. H. L.: Ill wager you that Edith the First, 
who just hated spring and now rhapsodizes about 
stars and twilight and sweet music and things, is 
in love. Anyway, her somewhat disconcerting 
volte-face reminds me of a story Luke Ionides used 
to tell (the Pennells used it once) of a trip he and 
Burne-Jones made to a country fair. They wan- 
dered into a sideshow to see a tattooed lady, with 
heaven only Knows how many objects tattooed on 
her—on one knee the American Eagle, on the other 
the Union Jack (symbolizing the understanding 
there should be among nations?) and on her back, 
Leonardo’s Last Supper. And she really was 
amazing and they enjoyed it hugely. Several years 
later, in London, Burne-Jones rushed in to see 
Ionides and told him the same tattooed lady was 
at the Aquarium and they must go and see her 
again. And they went and she had grown very fat 
in the meantime, and when they looked at the Last 
Supper, all the apostles wore a broad grin. 

LEE SHELBY. 


THE CATHEDRAL. 
Like some grey monk whose sadden’d cloak is girt 
With beads of silence ... crucifix of sighs, 
Upon the cold and selfish earth you kneel 
With hands stretched out, ecstatic, to the skies. 
THEODORE STEINART. 


“THE STATE TROOPS left Herrin yesterday at 
4 o’clock.”—Associated Press. We understand that 
this is in accordance with the new plan to have 
the state troops leave Herrin always on the even 
hour, returning on the odd hour. 
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A VAGRANT’S VILLANELLE. 


Dance on! Oh lithesome maid, 
And see how much I care: 
Doth sunlight kill the shade? 


A wreath of flowers embraid 
To deck thy bright blonde hair: 
Dance on! Oh lithesome maid. 


’Midst pleasant dreams we’ve played 
While song a smile could spare: 
Doth sunlight kill the shade? 


Now do sweet violets fade 
On a wan thing lying there: 
Dance on! Oh lithesome maid. 


Ah, here’s my heart displayed 
For thy puzzled cold stare. 
Doth sunlight kill the shade? 


And far from thee I’ve strayed, 
New garlands fresh I bear. 
Dance on! Oh lithesome maid, 
Doth sunlight kill the shade? 
Marius. 


THINGS VANGIE OUGHT TO KNOW 
Now, Vangie, tomorrow is Easter, and you are 
clamoring to go out and hunt for Easter eggs that, 
you say, were laid by rabbits. O Vangie, after all 
our nice little talks this is most discouraging! We 
have tried so hard, Vangie, to pour scientific and 
hygienic truths into your cunning little mind and 
dispel all that silly nonsense about the stork bring- 
ing the babies, and now you say you want to go out 
and hunt the Easter eggs the bunnies laid. O 
Vangie, it is to weep! Have all our noble efforts 
been in vain? Now, Vangie, let us look into the 
box where we put the pair of rabbits the other day. 
Then you will see for yourself that neither one has 
laid an egg. This will cure you of believing such 
absurd stories. Now, Vangie, here is the nice box 
where we put the two bunnies. We will open the 
box and show you that only the mamma and papa 
rabbit are there, and not one single egg. That is 
right, open the box—OH HORRORS!! PEE 


Hhhhbhbhhnoahhbnhnhhbhhh 

Dhhhbhhhk bhhhhbhah 

Dhhhbahbbahbhbhhabhbhhh 

Hhhhbhbhbhhhhbhbhbhbhbah 
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SHORT STORIES. 


By Snowshoe Al. 


The reporter fer the her-ex rushed frethlessly 
in an’ lade a small book on the editers desk. Wots 
this, sed the editer. Her diary, sed the reporter. 
Aw, t’ell with it, sed the editer, tossing it in a 
waistbaskit. 


Sandy MacGregor walked into the saloon an’ 
gazed around. It was crowded. Tossing a handful 
uv bills on the bar, he roared, ‘“‘ Everybody up ter 
the bar! This is on me!” 


“Take off the coat an’ fite,” sed Abe Goldberg. 
“No, no!” cried Timothy O’Brien, trembling with 
fright. 


‘“‘Here’s a seat, lady,” sed he, gettin’ up. 
“Oh, thank you,” she replied. 


DISTANCE, 
be 


I want you here, O love, I want you now. 
What though my eager fancy paints a clear 
And lovely image of your face most dear? 
And what though memory echoes every vow 
We’ve whispered each to each? What though I bow 
In feigned submission, with pretended cheer, 
Biding the time until you shall be near? 
I want you here, O love, I want you now. 


I want you now, O love, I want you here. 

I am no fleshless spirit of thin air 
To feed on hopes and visions. But I peer 

Into the distance, yearning in despair 

To see your eyes, to touch your lips, your hair. 
I want you now, O love, I want you here. 


Bernard. 


“HA HA!” said his hostess merrily when the 
Prince of Wales failed to show up at a dinner he 
had promised to attend. “Ha ha! the prince is 
having a lark.” But whenever we fall down on a 
dinner engagement the hostess always makes us 
understand that she is going to go right before the 
next grand jury and have us indicted for murder. 


I THINK—I hear—a _ bootlegger calling—from 
that there al-al-lee; 
He calls so sweet—sweet—sweet, I think he’s pag- 


ing me; 

Now a boot-legger is an awful thing—a curse to 
80-ci-e-tee, 

But when there’s one—in an al-al-lee—I hope he’s 
paging me. 
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BALLADE IN TIME OF THE GREAT 
WAR. 


Reign of ruin! Who rides by night 

Over the roads and past the weirs? 

Looms a troop in the lurid light, 

Rings a cry on the startled ears, 

Hoof-beats volley among the meers, 

The winds rush down and the dead leaves dance— 
Rapiers, rapiers! Musketeers 

Ride again in the land of France! 


Boots and saddles! And bold and bright 
Youth goes galloping, Youth that jeers 
Death and the Dust in pride of might— 
War is ever the word it hears; 

Peace is ever the pact it fears 

When roll the drums of the foe’s advance. 
Athos, Porthos, the Musketeers 

Ride again in the land of France! 


Thrust and parry and press the fight! 

What of the heroes famed of years? 

Lo, they fly with the eagle’s flight 

When France has need of them—France in tears! 
Lo, they laugh at the foreign spears 

And sing with the song of guns! Perchance 
D’Artagnan and the Musketeers 

Ride again in the land of France! 


L’ENVOI. 


Stirrup-cups for the cavaliers, 

And the old oath over of old romance— 
“ One for all!” and the Musketeers 

Ride again in the land of France! 


The King of the Black Isles. 


A CHICAGO JUDGE says that under the equal 
rights laws a woman can be made to pay alimony. 
Try and get it. 


ALL THE newspapers will be filled for days 
with personal stories about John Davis, so we 
hasten to tell ours first. When John was born his 
first words were, “ What state is this?” ‘“ This is 
West Virginia,” replied the nurse. ‘“ Virginia,” re- 
peated John, “ Virginia is the mother of Presidents. 
It’s fine to be born in Virginia. I, too, will be Pres- 
ident some day.” ‘‘O, I beg your pardon,” said the 
nurse, for she was a kind nurse and believed in 
politeness even to babies. “ Not Virginia. West Vir- 
ginia.” “It’s a hell of a place to be born in,” said 
John, “how many Presidents has West Virginia 
had?” “Not any, please sir,” said the nurse. ‘“ All 
right,” said John, as he turned over in his erib, 
“she’s going to have one.” 


27 


HOW DO YOU DO, Mister Davis, how do you 
do! How do you do, Mister Davis, how do you do! 
While for President you’re tryin’, keep an eye on 
Charley Bryan. How do you do, Mister Davis, 
how do you do! 


SONG OF SPAIN. 


(Ballad for a Lady in Seville.) 


A faint guitar. .. . Somewhere a woman sings, 
And idle fingers suddenly grown gay, 
Sweep bold and burning songs along its strings, 
Brave songs I knew in years long gone their way 
When youth held high its cup for love to fill, 
Across the sea in languorous Seville. 


Ah, flowered Spain and one who lingered there, 
With blood-bright lips like stains of cinnabar 
And flashing eyes and glory in her hair! 
She loved me then, and to a gay guitar 
Sang burning songs beside her window sill, 
Across the sea in languorous Seville. 


But youth forgets the rose-bloom of tts day, 
And men forever lean toward lesser things: 
So drift our golden-crested dreams away. 
A faint guitar. . . . Somewhere a woman sings— 
But I am old and all the songs are still, 
Across the sea in languorous Seville. 


Tue Riper oF THE FUNERAL RANGE. 


THE BARON RENFREW is coming over to visit 
us this fall. (Now, don’t say this to a soul, but— 
schoosh—the Baron Renfrew is the Prince—now 
don’t you tell this—but—schoosh—well, he’s the 
Prince of Wales. Now, don’t say anything; we 
don’t want the horses to find out.) 


MY SAILBOAT. 


How I have loved you 

Rickety craft of mine. 

On your warped deck I le 

With the wan sun, 

Cradling your awkward sides 
Lapping there gently 

Murky lake water, reflecting the sky. 


Gone are the tall June clouds 

Riding so proudly. 

Gone are your fellows 

That once sailed so fleet. 

Only yourself and I, rickety warrior, 
Sail on and on, nor acknowledge defeat. 


Detavan Dor. 
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I (’M GETTING TIRED of that “we” thing) 
never fully appreciated the radio until I heard 
Anna Case sing “The Star-Spangled Banner” at 
the Democratic Convention. It was the most beau- 
tiful thing I ever heard. It pulled me right out of 
my chair, and, after Anna’s last glorious note, I am 
pretty sure I kissed the loud speaker. I can’t quite 
remember. 

You radio fans that heard Anna sing have some- 
thing you will never forget. And think of the 
little crowd down in the grocery store at Browns- 
ville, Indiana, hearing it.. And some lonely cow- 
punchers in a little shack in Texas listening in, 
and some miners in a shaft house in Idaho stand- 
ing with hats off, while Anna sang in New York. 
That golden voice went echoing over the radio all 
over this great country of ours. It will make bet- 
ter Americans out of every one of us that heard 
it. Thank you, wonderful Anna Case! 


HOLD ’EM, PERDUE. 

R. H. L.: I understand that ten of the players 
on the Illinois eleven are members of the board 
of trustees of the university. Of course I don’t 
know, but the one with the long beard and the old 
gentleman with the lumbago looked familiar to me. 


PERDUB MAC. 


WE’RE NOT going to say anything more about 
Angel Face and Babe. They make us sick. 


SONGS FOR “ HONEYSW EET.” 


bi 


Sun! Hurry away with your afternoon gold, 

I want the hours to lengthen, the day to be old. 

I want to see, soft-footed on the green silk grass, 

The velvet shadows of the twilight pass 

And go. At night, forsooth, I have no need of you, 

My own dear love lies close to me the long hours 
through. 


In the amber light of her honey-colored hair 

All rain gray tales of grief grow wondrous fair, 

And even after sleep has stolen her away, 

By the still flame of her hair I can see to pray; 

And fold my hands at worship softly on her breast, 

My spirit finding peace, my body finding rest. 
PIERROT. 


IT’S NONE of our business, and this here now 
Line is conducted with the purpose of making 
people happy, but still we might as well remind 
you that tomorrow is the last day, and if you don’t 
pay it they’ll put you in Leavenworth, or boil you 
in lard, or burn you at the stake, or something 
distinctly disagreeable. Income tax! Bah! 
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SO MANY CONTRIBS ask how we select the 
things printed in the Line that we’ll give ’em a 
tell. Every time the mail arrives we grab it and 
hurl it with violence at the ceiling. Everything 
that sticks is carefully taken down by Hank and 
printed in the Line. 


THE CAPTAIN’S DAUGHTER. 


We were crowded in the cabin, 
Not a soul that dared to sleep— 
For Volstead laws were on the land, 
And reached out on the deep. 


‘Tis a fearful thing on a voyage 
When a voice comes from afar 
And sputters through the wireless, 

‘Oh, cut away the bar! ” 


So we thirsted there in silence, 
And hoped it was a joke; 

Then some one murmured “ cocktails,” 
And we feared that we would choke. 


And thus we sat and suffered, 
Each one breathing quick and hard, 
“We are lost!” the Captain shouted, 
And his tongue hung out a yard. 


But his little daughter whispered, 
As she took his fevered hand, 
“Hain’t bootleggers on the ocean, 
Just the same as on the land?” 


Then we kissed the little maiden, 
And we mustered up a grin, 

And at morn we spoke an outlaw craft 
That sold us rum and gin. 


S. O. S. 


R. H. L.: About that girl that walked home 
from so many rides her father gave her a road-map 
—snuthen. I know a girl who carries along a 
homing pigeon on a string. CHERIE PIT. 


WHEN YOU look at the pictures in Gene Mar- 
key’s book, “Men About Town,” be not deceived. 
As you gaze on Gene’s funny cartoons of Arthur 
Aldis, Sam Insull, Kellogg Fairbank, Ash Stevens, 
or us in the book you might believe we are Pullman 
car porters. Which we are not, although we all 
think well of Pullman car porters. We are not 
colored, but Gene made us that way, and we shud- 
der to contemplate what Charleston, South Caro- 
lina, Atlanta, Georgia, or Mobile, Alabama, are 
going to think of us more or less prominent Chi- 
cagoans when they take a peek into Gene’s book. 
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THINGS IN GREY. 


Over the leafless town 

Are the sorrowful shades of grey,— 

Hues that hinder the dawn, 

And colors that blot the day ;— 

There’s the color of slate on the roofs, 

And the color of steel in the sky; 

And the shawl of smoke is the color of both 

As it goes floating by ;— 

It is blown through the somber street, 

And over the tallest tree 

As the grey of a woman’s hair streams back 

Watching a storm at sea;— 

Watching a smitten ship, 

With grey sails rent in the blast ;— 

Watching the staggering thing 

With its grey and shattered mast ;— 

Praying ’til the boat goes down,— 

Goes down in the greyish wave— 

Down to the greyer hills of sand 

Where seamen make their grave; 

Then the grey sea-birds fly low, 

Fly low where the boat went down, 

But never the grey-clad men rise up 

To walk in the old grey town;— 

Ah, grey is the wall of a prison, 

And grey is a church’s spire; 

But greyest of all are the ashes that blow 

From the altars of dead desire. 
Aborigine. 


THE MAN darted through the great gate and 
started eagerly toward the eternal fires. ‘One 
minute,” said the Devil. “On examining your 
ticket I find that you were a Chicago landlord who 
did not keep his flat building warm during that 
below-zero weather last winter. You get right out 
of my nice warm place.” They led the man outside 
and seated him on an iceberg, and ten imps took 
turns pouring ice water on him. 

“ Well,” said the man, shivering, “this és Hell! ” 


THEY’RE GOING to break the news to Cal to- 
morrow that he was nominated for the Presidency. 
Betcha Cal’s speech of acceptance will be ag fol- 
lows—“ Yep.” 


THIS CHANGING WORLD! We had forgotten 
for the moment how fast it did change, but M. 
Lansregrets reminds us. Sadly, hesitatingly, he 
broke the news to us yesterday that in an old 
established barber shop at 63d and Paulina streets 
there hangs a sign unabashed and unafraid: 


WE ALSO CUT MEN’S HAIR. 
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SONG. 


When the ice breaks in the river 
And goes bobbing with the stream; 
When the lone loon calls its lover, 
And the northing wild geese scream; 
When the brown bear leaves at last 
His winter home in some old tree 
And comes out to break his fast, 
On his yearly odyssey ;— 
When the mountain freshets lull you 
With their ceaseless murmuring; 
And the soft chinook wind tells you 
Of the coming of the Spring; 
When a golden sun rides daily 
In a sky not half so blue 
As your eyes—which laugh so gayly— 


I will come back to you. 
Bitterroot Bill. 


THE CABLE says that the loudest noise ever 
made by man was produced in France by the ex- 
plosion of ten tons of melinite Thursday, in order 
to observe the rapidity of sound. “ Loudest noise 
ever made by man’—pooh! Wait until Congress 
passes the bonus over Cal’s veto, and then listen to 
Wall Street. 


TO MY FATHER. 


Unknown in halls of fame, 
Yet truly great, 
My father! 
Great in the greatest things of life. 
Not great in earthly wealth 
But greatly generous; 
Generous in kindly counsel, 
Patience and in love, 
Unsung in songs but shrined in loving hearts, 
My father. 
Devin Nay. 


EVERYBODY IS BUSY right now hunting 
stories about Charley Dawes. Oh, goody, goody! 
We know one our own self. We were having 
luncheon with Charley in Paris and Gen. Per- 
shing came in. Charley saluted briskly and was not 
at all hampered by the fact that he had a lighted 
cigar in his saluting hand. The general is a great 
stickler on army etiquette. ‘Col. Dawes,” said 
he, quite stiffly, “in giving the salute to a superior 
officer, the lighted cigar is always placed behind the 
left ear! ” 
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THE FLIRT. 


Between your vows ... within each kiss . 
I rather coolly ponder this: 

How long before some newer whim? 

How long before I tire of him? 


In answer to your pleas for love 
I swear by all the stars above— 
And then, aside, I softly smile 
And add “ At least a little while.” 


And never dream that it could be 
That you might first grow tired of me. 


Dorothy Dow. 


WISHES. 


R. H. L.: Just the other night I lay in bed and 
watched the golden wishing moon, and, because 
no one would ever know and laugh, I wished a 
hundred foolish things. 

I wished for a lover—one as handsome and bold 
as the old time story book knights—to come riding 
down to me from out the mysterious blue above. 
Then, because one tires quickly of love, so they 
say, I wished for wealth—great riches and gold 
that would give me everything my heart desired. 
This glittering fancy passed, then a restless feeling 
took possession of me and I longed for the quiet 
solitude of the open spaces, far, far away from 
these haunts of men. I wished to be alone—out 
there—where the silence is felt and the stars hang 
low in the heavens,—but—of what good are wishes! 

EvpITH, THE FIRstT. 


I WALK BY MYSELF. 


Gone—I walk by myself— 
All places alike to me, 
I did not like you so when you were here— 
And now why should it be 
The warmth is gone out of the sun 
And the song is gone out of the sea— 
I walk by myself, alone, 
All places alike to me. 
Armes-LaAvRIB. 


BURP! BURP! 

R. H. L.: Tell Tipperary Hank I’m coming back 
—back to Wyoming. I want to wake up again to 
the burp! burp! burp! of the prairie dogs and the 
howling of coyotes, and the desolate peace of 
lonely graves. An’ say, Hank, some day when you 
lope past W-Z ranch, git off an’ say howdy for me. 

CosHTTER. 
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OH, HOW PERFECTLY DREADFUL! 

R. H. L.: The most vicious thing about women 
that have their hair shingled is the stories they 
pick up in the bobber shops. Here is one I heard 
a flowery little thing tell at a Mah Jong orgy yes- 
terday: 

An American was week-ending with an English 
friend who lived just outside of London. The 
house, like most English homes, had but one bath. 
Before bidding his guest good night the host showed 
him the bath, which was two or three doors down 
the hall. Next morning the American, scantily at- 
tired, slipped down the hall and into the bathroom. 
To his intense surprise and confusion he found his 
hostess occupying the tub. Mumbling apologies, 
he backed out of the room and meeting his host 
in the hall he tremblingly said: “Sir Richard, I 
owe you—I owe you—a most abject apology. Some- 
thing has happened—lI regret exceedingly—but I 
didn’t know—I—I—I went into the bathroom this 
morning—I did—and I found—I found your wife 
taking a bath. I—I—I don’t know—just what to 
say—I——_”_ “Oh, that’s perfectly all right,” in- 
terposed Sir Richard beamingly, ‘‘ quite all right, 
skinny old thing, isn’t she, what!” 

MORALS OF LUTESVILLE. 


SWEET! HAVE YOU ANY WITH PARLORS? 
{From the Illinois State Register, Springfield, I1l.] 


SPECIAL VALUES SATEEN 


BLOOMERS 


With sitting room in every pair, 
Black, purple, brown, green. 


At ROLAND’S. 


PARDON US, Governor Small, but we under- 
stand on very unreliable information that the other 
evening in Springfield you were attending a dinner 
and a lady accidentally jostled against you. “ Par- 
don me, Governor!” said the lady, politely, and © 
you said, “ All right, I’ll get you out of Joliet before 
tomorrow night.” Pardon us, Governor! Is this 
story true, or did Ed Brundage make it up? Par- 
don us! 


GIVE ME. 

Give me your smile in the morning, 
Out from your tender eyes; 

And give me your kiss at the noontime, 
Hot as the sun-dazzled skies; 

But when night has made us her children, 
And the sun has surrendered the land; 

Give me the soft breathing silence— 
Give me the clasp of your hand. 


Heiten Ginure. 


DID YOU EVER GIVE UP A GIRL YOU 
LOVED? 


The young man living next door cornered my ear, 
And sobbed out this sweet lullaby, 

The words and music are funny to hear— 
Yet to dance to the tune, do not try. 


Did you ever give up a girl you loved? 
You figured you lived before she came, 
And told yourself you would live just the same 
After she had gone. 
But deep in your heart you know that’s not true, 
That thoughts of that girl will trouble you 
Ever and anon. \ 
The world hears you laugh, the world cannot know 
What you keep...hid...deep...the world 
judges by show. 
And after you’ve decided to tell, 
Words do not... fill...the... bill. 
Oh, Hell! 
Did you ever give up a girl you loved? 


The lad looked at me in a pitiful way, 
And listened to hear what I would say— 
Whether I’d sympathize with a heart so chaffed. 
What he listed to hear I did not say. 
I first shook my head in a troubled way, 
And I laffed and I laffed, and I laffed and laffed. 
Merely Harold. 


“OUR BOYS could not resist the temptations in 
France,” said Methodist Bishop James Cannon to 
the house judiciary committee, “and they came 


home tainted.” Tainted! they saved you... (No. 
let’s start again.) Of all... (Too tame... let’s 
try another one.) After what they did... Well, 
any country ... Of all the... Any man... Do 


you remember... 


OH, HELL! what’s the use! 


COOLIDGE AND DAWES 
FOR THE NATION’S CAUSE. 


Those words, in gleaming six foot letters, stare 
us right in the eye every time we stroll up the 
Boul Mich to Tribune Square. Every time we 
see it we are almost persuaded—and then—we look 
across the street and in letters just as big, another 
sign says— 


“YOU CAN DO IT BETTER WITH GAS!” 


Let Your Conscience Be Your Guide. 
Oh! R.H.L., do include a time table on when 
to take off and put on the red flannels. I’ve worn 
mine out this summer shifting gears. HaRRI@T. 
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TO THE TOP OF A STAR-SWEPT HILL. 


Oh, come with me to the top of the world, 
To the top of a star-swept hill. 

Where the winds beat gently, lovingly, 
Where the night ts sweet and still. 


And you will give your hand to me, 
And we'll laugh as up we climb 

To where the air is laden full 
Of clover dew and thyme; 

And I will stoop to pluck the bits 
Of fragrance from the grass 

And wreathe them for your hair, sweetheart, 
Where they will ever last; 

And when the winds grow cold, perchance 
The sun has left the air, 

We'll make a fire from out our hearts 
And warm our fingers there; 

And then a House of Love we'll build 
From flow’rs along the way, 

And call it Love, because ’twas He 
Who bade us come that day; 

And stars at dusk will be our light, 
And clouds our cov’ring torn, 

And at your feet I’ll lay me down 

To dream of thee ’til morn— 


Oh, come with me to the top of the world, 
To the top of a star-swept hill, 
Where the winds beat gently, lovingly— 
Ah, come ... come, if you will. 
Perer Pan. 


SAYS EMILE COUEH, “I help them that help 
themselves.” Wasn’t there somebody else who used 
to attend to that? 

Cur-ur-ses! Foiled Again! 

Ha, ha, R. H. L. Revenge is sweet. You feed 
all my contributions to Vangie, and so when you 
sang “Oh Pardon Me,” over the W-G-N, I just 
dialed you right off my radio. Ha, ha, ha, ha! 

THREE BUTTON HERMAN. 


HE TOOTH PASTED HER! 


(Headline in the W.G.N.) 


PEGGY EX-JOYCE 
TELLS WHY SHE 
TOOK THE COUNT 


A. C. H. 


CAL wouldn’t let a glee club sing to him. Now 
if he will do something about male quartets, we'll 
support him. 
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THE HOWRAH MAIDEN. 


By the Alipore road I saw you, 
Under a coppery sky 

(A gypsy free by land and sea, 
Calcutta bound was I). 

Beneath a palm you sat and hummed 
A Howrah maiden’s song, 

So low, so sweet it stayed my feet— 
Ah! the years between are long! 


“ Sahib!” you sang... your eyes jet black... 
And your lips faint touched with rose... 
“The gypsy’s way, the old men say, 
Is a road deep-scarred with woes; 
A road that never shall turn around, 
That never from straight shall veer— 
... but the kiss you give will always live, 
And Ill be waiting... here...” 


* * * s * 


The wild wind’s mute, the wild blooms dead, 
And the gypsy days are o’er... 


(My eyes are wet!) ... do you wait yet 
. on the road... from Alipore?... 
Gypsy Kay. 


A SOLDIER guarding prisoners at Fort Sheri- 
dan saw an officer going by and immediately stood 
at attention and saluted. While the guard was 
saluting the prisoners beaned him with a shovel 
and escaped. Now the sentry is in the hospital; 
whereas, if he hadn’t saluted, he would have been 
shot at sunrise, drawn and quartered, and boiled in 
oil. What to do? 


IN SOME FAR LAND. 


I know a western valley where the sun 
Looks down in benediction all the day; 
Where laughing streams through smiling meadows 
run— 
Cool waters where the speckled fishes play! 


Where pine-clad hills on every side reach up 
To kiss the wonder of the skies above 

And in the jade-green circle of their cup 
Inclose a world of happiness and love. 


Ah! Some day, heart of mine, I’ll come for you, 
And take you unresisting by the hand; 

And down the sunset trail we two shall go 
Until we come at last into this far, far land— 


And there, beside a hidden, lonely stream 
We'll raise the fairy castle of my dream! 


Bitterroot Bull. 
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ROLLIN PEASE of the Northwestern Univer- 
sity musical faculty was announced yesterday to 
entertain us on the radio. Well, sir, he just Kept 
slipping off the end of our loud speaker. 


THE WISCONSIN SENATE has again passed 
resolutions formally approving the war record of 
Senator La Follette. They’ve marked O. K. on 
Robert’s war record several times, but apparently 
it fades out or chips off or something. sagt Bob 
ought to get it tattooed on. 


WALKIN’ IN THE RAIN. 
A Song. 
There are wonderful nights when the carefree stars 
Come down in the valley to play; 
There are wonderful nights when the orange moon 
Smiles over a blue-purple bay; 
But those are the nights for lovers who laugh 
On hillside and down in the lane, 
For I want the night when the warm breeze brings 
The whispering song of the rain. 


Walkin’ in the rain with a bobbed-haired girl, 
Along a little winding trail; 

Talkin’ in the rain with a bobbed-haired gir] 
About a love-nest in the vale; 

Stoppin’ underneath an old oak tree, 

Kissin’ off the raindrops laughingly, 

Smellin’ the sweetness in a rain-drenched curl, 

Walkin’ in the rain with a bobbed-haired girl. 


Cotorapo PETE. 


SIGN OF SPRING: Sound in next room of fam- 
ily residence hotel of large, expensive vase being 
broken into 16,000 pieces by gentleman practicing 
how to hold his hands in driving off just like Chick 
Evans says in the book. 


THE FOOL’S PRAYER. 


My heart is wearied with the waiting, 
The waiting for a friendship that I crave: 
The birds in Spring are happy in their mating! 
Please God, I must be brave. 
I must be brave. 


My soul has languished with the yearning, 
The yearning with some other soul to blend: 
The field prepares for Winter’s grim returning! 

Oh God, give me a friend, 
Give me a friend. 


The Phantom Lover. 
NOW THAT the Blue Laws threaten us, let us 


borrow the phrase that saved France and say, ’ 
“They shall not pass!” 3" 
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A LINE 0’ TYPE OR TWO 


Hew to the Line, let the 
quips fall where they may. 


ARMISTICE DAY. 


Face to the East! It seems a grim jest, 

For this is to honor the lads who “ went West.” 

Face to the East! Stop the traffic and noise; 

The moment is sacred, it belongs to the boys. 

Face to the East! Banker, farmer, and clerk, 

Every rank, all conditions, stop both play and 
work! 

Face to the East! This moment’s for them, 

Our gay laughing boys who died, aye, like men. 

Face to the East! and murmur a prayer 

For the lads who forever have gone ‘‘ Over There.” 

Face to the Hast! While Mem’ry enwraps 

Her dear arms around us. Now, Bugler, sound 


“taps.” 
zw A A! 
A MEMORY. 


It started me remembering: the item in the 
papers yesterday telling of the marriage of Felicite 
Oglesby in Rome. As [I sat staring at that name 
the littered desk and the dark, dreary corner in 
which it stands faded away and I saw an [Illinois 
cornfield at twilight. The sun had just sunk from 
sight and the blue mists were stealing through 
the great fields of rustling corn. 

We were a little group of very young soldiers 
marching overland to our summer encampment 
and we were in bivouac for the night along a 
country road in southern Illinois. Somebody had 
a bottle of whisky, and being anxious to become 
swaggering, warlike troopers we eagerly crowded 
around to take a nip. Suddenly a distinguished 
looking old man with a little girl trotting along 
by his side and holding his hand walked into the 
circle. “ Boys,” he said, “ corn is the most glorious 
gift God ever gave to man. It’s food for him and 
food for the animals that work for him. It’s what 
has made our great state of Illinois, and you boys 
are Illinois boys. Don’t disgrace the corn, boys, 
by drinking it.” He took the whisky bottle and 
slowly poured every drop on the ground. 

Then he took off his hat and waved his hand 
around the horizon. “ Look, boys,” he said, “look 
at the ripening corn. Corn for miles, for hun- 
dreds of miles. Boys, you boys of Illinois, I’m 


” 


going to give you a thought. It’s been in my mind 
for a long time, but I don’t think I ever expressed 
it in words before: The corn, the corn, the royal 
corn, within whose golden heart there is of health 
and strength for all the nations.” He stood there 
in silence for a little time and we were too awed 
to speak. Then he shook hands with us. “ My 
name is Oglesby,” he said; ‘‘ this is my little girl, 
Felicite.” 


It was Uncle Dick Oglesby, three times governor 
of Illinois. When he spoke before the Fellowship 
club in Chicago in 1894 he used the phrase again 
and it became famous. But I'll always remember 
that fading day in late autumn, the great fields of 
rustling corn, that splendid, gray haired old 
man and the little girl clinging to -his hand. And 
I can always hear him as he said—‘“ The corn, the 
corn, the royal corn ‘“! 


I TOLD MYSELF. 


I told myself it would not do 
For all my thoughts to be of you— 
But they are. 


I told myself tt was not wise 
On you to waste so many sighsa— 
But I do. 


I told myself that we would part 
Because you would not claim my heart— 
And we did. 


I told myself I would forget 
And try to think we’d never met— 
But I didn’t. ..«. 
Did you? 
Miss ZExe. 


WHERE SCIENCE IS HELPLESS. 


Sir: I submit that Life has its tragedies as well 
as Death. A friend of mine who is a student of - 
Biology, who has published Treatises on Evolution 
and Development, who will soon take extra degrees 
in Zodlogy from a famous University, burst into 
my study last night wild of eye and torn of hair. 

“God! ” he cried, ‘God! I am defeated. What 
do you suppose my wife asked me? Oh, the Mal- 


heur! ‘Cheri,’ she demanded, ‘Cheri, combien 
d’ceufs lays it a chicken in its life?’ ”’ 
Sir, I ask you. HLP. 


I Loff My Public. 


“TI love my public, my public loves me.’’—Amelita Galli- 
Curci in the Chi. Daily News. 


I loff my public, my pudlic loff me, 

I am 80 happy as bird in ze tree; 

I loff Shecawgo, but Insull!—thees Sam!— 
Ah! @ bas! Sacre bleu! diablo! cuss dam! 
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vwyINGS FOR “ HONEYSWEET.” 
II. 
Young Joy-in-the-morning, 
Are you awake? 
Are you asleep? 


Bright and lovely sunrise 
Gilds the treetops and the sky, 
Gives gay, golden plumage 
To a bird that’s flying by. 
Like a lazy goddess 
Miraculously there, 
Straight limbed as an arrow, 
So tender, slender, fair. 


Young Joy-in-the-morning, 
Are you awake? 
Are you asleep? 


Prrrror. 


MR. EDWARD BOK paid a man a hundred thou- 
sand dollars for a peace plan. Anyhow, after the 
next big war starts Eddie can have the man ar- 
rested for obtaining money under false pretenses. 
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IT PASSED! It was pretty hard to write any- 
thing yesterday except about the bonus. We know, 
as many of our kind critics have mercilessly pointed 
out, that we weren’t a soldier and we won’t share 
in it. We admit that we were just a candy peddler. 
But we peddled at the front. We saw what the 
boys in the army went through— 

“TIT have eaten your bread and salt, 

I have drunk your water and wine; 
The deaths ye died I have watched beside, 
And the lives that ye led were mine ”— 


So we wanted them to have what was due them. 


EVERY INCH A KING. 


(“ The Prince of Wales yesterday, in visiting 
a hospital for soldiers of the great war, was told 
that one sick soldier was so horribly scarred 
and disfigured that he was kept alone and no 
visitor was allowed to see him. The prince in- 
sisted on seeing this man and, entering the 
hidden room, he knelt down and kissed the sol- 
dier’s mutilated face.”—London cablegram.) 


A piece of flesh and broken bone 
Was where the flesh should be; 

There was no mouth from which to moan, 
Nor eyes from which to see. 

A hideous lump by shrapnel torn, 

He was the son that Mars had borne. 


A shocking sight to princely eyes, 
Repulsive to a royal taste; 
But one prince said the sight belies 
The soul that hides inside that waste. 
The prince bent down and pressed a kiss, 
And in the sight saw inner bliss. 


For he saw not the lump of flesh, 
He saw a hero there, 
He saw a mind with ideals fresh 
And heart surpassing fair. 
He saw a spirit shining bright— 
He saw a soul that won its fight. 
Milton. 


“DRIVE EVERY RASCAL from high position,” 
said Senator Pat Harrison, the Keynoter of the 
Democratic Convention—“ a Democratic year—oil 
is the sesame of power—great duty and high re- 
sponsibility—humanity exhorting onward—armor 
of righteous cause—invisible presence of fathers of 
Democracy—we shall not fail’”—honestly, now, 
Pat, you said it all except our todays and yester- 
days are the blocks with which we build, and 
early to bed and early to rise makes a man 
healthy, wealthy, and wise. 
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THE BED OF POPPIES. 
(1918.) 


Like a flickering light 

That burns to a dull crimson, 
And goes out— 

Suddenly. 


Like many fleet-limbed dancers 
Wading through sleepy fields— 
Their feet drugged down, 

Heavy with scent: 


Opulent priestesses, 

Cloaked in a glamour of silk, 
Drinking, drinking 

From molten red goblets; 


Hot, wet hands 

Sliding across a fevered face, 
While insane voices gibber 
In the ears... 


Music in evening temples 
Low in the valleys 
Of warm countries, 
Fluttering, unheard. 


Glowing bubbles, 

Blown from thick blood, 
Bursting, paper-thin, 

In heavy atmosphere— 


“Yeh, he got his 
At Croix Rouge Farm— 
Blew him all to hell... . 
All right, dice, 
Exght’s my point. . . 
MacKrinuay Kantor. 
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CONAN DOYLE says we can take our pets to 
Heaven—yessir—the horse and the dog and the cat 
and Oscar the goldfish. But, Conan, can we take 
our pet bootlegger, too? 


BOTH PARTIES MEMBERS OF THIS CLUB. 

R. H. L.: Ooh, it was all so wonderful! The 
boss sent for me to come into his office and as I 
opened the door he just grunted out, “ We won’t 
need you any more.” I would have turned away 
s0 that he would not see my scalding tears,. but 
just then he looked up and saw my M T A pin. 
He smiled and shouted gleefully, ‘ Etaoin!” 
“Shrdlu!” I responded. He proudly indicated the 
noble badge of the Made the Line fraternity in his 
necktie. ‘ Your wages are doubled,” he said, “ take 
two days cff a week and tell the bookkeeper 
what you want for Christmas. Etaoin!” “Suxurdlut’ 
I answered happily. MapnmLinn La CHARMANTR. 
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COSETTE HAS made us change our mind re- 
garding the place to go while the pacifists hold their 
summer school in our fair city. Cosette the other 
day spoke so feelingly of the prairie dogs out in 
Wyoming, and how they go “ BURP, BURP,” that 
we've decided to go to Wyoming instead of Arizona. 


TRIUMPH. 


I took my love to the garden, 
And oh, I hung her there, 

For whilst I was a-roving 
She shingle-bobbed her hair. 


I could not believe my optics; 
Had I been crazed with wine? 
Was this quaint object now at hand 
One time a girl of mine? 


Yes, I’m damglad I hung her, 
For I am greatly bored 
By the sight of a shaven coco 
That looks like a flattened gourd. 


GorDON SEAGROVE. 


SENATOR BROOKHART reports that the en- 
tire expenditures of his senatorial campaign in 
Iowa were $37.84. It isn’t the first cost of a sena- 
tor that the country minds— it’s the overhead. 


FOREIGN CORRESPONDENTS have run up 
extravagant cable tolls the last few days because 
the French army in Germany has suddenly donned 
gas masks. The correspondents argue that this 
means that horrible and sinister events are going 
to happen. Oh shucks! after a few days the 
French army will get so used to limburger it won’t 
mind it at all. 


A BOTTLE of Jamaica rum 179 years old has 
just been opened and sampled in London. The 
man who sampled it will probably be among the 
English lecturers in the U. S. next fall. We have 
already engaged a front seat at Orchestra hall. 


Plah Jong is a game that’s 
played by the rieh— 
lt takes all your money and 


Gives you the iteh! 


PROF. HEILMAN of Northwestern says this 
country spent $50,000,000 on chewing gum last 
year. Bill Wrigley, there doesn’t seem to be the 
slightest excuse for that clock not being kept in 
perfect running order. 


44 


CHILDE HAROLD sends us an 8. O. 8S. craving 
immediate assistance. He says he can’t get out of 
his red flannel undies. You’ll have to write to 
Len Small, my boy. He’ll pardon you out! 


MAGIC. 


Each night I tuck you into bed. Hach night 
I kiss the rounded cheek,—smooth tangled hair. 
I cannot see the changes each day brings;— 
Each morn I seem to find the same child there. 


But yet the years, they take you from me,—lift 
The veil that wraps you ’round in Babyland... 
The while I clasp you closely to my breast 
The change is wrought! I...cannot... 
understand. 
Grace B. StTarBuck. 


THE METHODIST CONFERENCE says now 
that we can play cards, but it will take more than 
the Methodist Conference to make us believe that 
Wwe can; we have lost too much money trying to 
cheer two pairs on to victory. 


IN NEW YORK, statistics show that one person 
in every thirty is insane. Oh gosh, we thought it 
was the other way around! 


WOODROW WILSON. 

Muffle the drums, that have in vict’ry beat, 
Dip the conquering eagles in sad salute, 
Our captain once so firm and resolute 

Is mustered out and stands his last retreat. 

Furl the proud flag that never knew defeat, 
While the legions rank on rank in sorrow mute 
Slow march behind the bier in last tribute 

To him whose aims made victory complete. 
Robbed of success by jealous lesser men, 

Who could not understand that vision wide 

That saw all nations and all men allied 

To end the awful pestilence of war, 
Your fame waits history’s impartial pen 
To show the truth in all you labored for. 
Le Mousquetaire. 

A HINDU has just been barred from citizenship 

in our glorious country because he is not a free 


white person. We read our income tax return 
yesterday and we feel sure that we’re not either. 


WRITE TO DOC EVANS. 


R. H. L.: “War Torn Erin Now Menaced by 
Labor Troubles,” says THE TRIBUNE. Well, what 
can you expect when giving birth to a nation? 

OLD NICK. 


THE STREETS OF HELL. 


When I go down the streets of Hell, 
Go swaggering down the streets of Hell, 
Then I shall see the great ones pass 

In gorgeous golden cars: 
Bonaparte and Prester John, 
And Charlemagne and Genghis Khan, 
And all the glorious kings—alas !— 
That passed beneath the stars. 


And only on the streets of Hell, 
The murky, turbulent streets of Hell, 
Shall I behold the blood-red curls 
Of slain Semiramis, 
Pompadour, and the priceless tear 
That Arthur loved as Guinevere, 
And all the wonderful wanton girls 
That damned a king with a kiss. 
Tue KiNG or THE Biack ISLES. 


SHE JUST GOES FOR THE WALK. 

R. H. L.: My little boy cousin, Junior, knows & 
girl who has walked home from so many automo- 
bile rides that her father has bought her a road 
map of Cook county. PINKUS. 


TO VANGIE (in absentia). 
The Contributors’ Vested Choir will now render 
the timely oratorio: 


I Wonder Who’s Chewing ’Em Now. 
CoBB HALL. 


Chyam Hirsch Tells It the Two Uncles. 


It lived one time in Ketshkemet, three brothers, 
Yankel, Schmool and Itzik. Yankel was a A-! 
business man. He never got married and he had 
lots of money. Schmool was less a business man, - 
but he made himself a nice living from a little 
storekele. He was married and he had lots of 
children. Aber Itzik was a schlimiel. His business 
went machulia and his wife ran away with another 
man. So Itzik had nothing. 

Both Yankel and Itzik went one time every week 


to Schmool’s house, and Schmool turned on one ~ 


the same face like on the other. But by the chil- 
dren it was different. They looked out from the 
window and when they saw coming the rich uncle, 
they ran every one as fast as he could to make 
open the door. And when Schmool asked them: 
Why do you make so much noise? they answered 
him: 

The Uncle comes already. 

But when the children saw from the window that 
the poor uncle comes, each sent the other one, he 
should make open the door. And when Schmooi 
asked them: Why do you make so much noise? 
they answered him: 

The Uncle comes again. Cauyam Hirsca. 
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WOODROW WILSON! A dreamer of dreams— 
yes, but great dreams—wonderful dreams! And 
some day they may all come true. 


A CHRISTMAS SONG. 


There was an humble couple 
Went down to Bethlehem 

And trudged the cold streets, finding 
No roof to shelter them. 


The master of the great Inn 
Cried loudly from his door: 
“ Away, I have no room here 
For you who are so poor. 


Only the sleek law makers, 
The hirelings of Rome; 
Only the money-lenders 
Into my house may come.” 


Then wearily did Joseph 
Lead Mary through the night 
While all the town lay sleeping 
Under a strange star’s light. 


They came upon a stable, 
Wind battered and forlorn, 
And there upon a bed of straw 
At dawn a king was born. 


And miracles have happened 
On land and sea since then, 
And many kings and nobles 
Have had their way with men; 


But all the books of wonder 
Tell naught so strange as this, 
And never a king who lived had 
A Kingdom hke to His. 
George Carroll. 


SOUNDS REASONABLE. 

Rhl: Your quest to find the author of, “ Fair 
was she to behold, this maiden of seventeen sum- 
mers,” is ended. But you have misquoted it. The 
true version is, “Spare was she to behold, that 
shivering maiden in bloomers.” 

No. William Jennings Bryan was NOT the 
author. It was written by Gunga Din. 

K. N. PEPPER. 


HEY, SOMEBODY! WE ARE HERE! 

R. H. L.: Cal says, ‘ The service men are just 
as eager to save the country now from financial 
disaster as they were to save it from military dis- 
aster.” 

All right, all right. We’ve paid our debt to 
Lafayette and we’ll square up with Wall street, 
and now, who the hell do we owe? Our Ovx. 
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anshient histerie. 


(simplified fer the modurn childe.) 
damon an pithius. 


this hombre pithius gallups up ter his wife’s 
house an dismountes. ‘“ Feed that hay-burner sum 
oats,’ sez he ter the butler. Then walkin’ in ter 
ther parler, he slaps his february alimonie down 
on th’ table an’ then he tells his wife how his friend 
damon is being held by nero until he returns, an 
if he haint back by six p m damon gets knocked 
loose from his hat rack. “stick aroun’, mother is 
comin’ to visit me,” sez his wife. ‘‘O death ware 
is thy sting,” sez pithius, rushin’ out only to find 
that the half ton of glue which he arrived on is 
present in body onlie but not in spirit. ‘ Hoo slip 
sparkey the knock out drops?” sez he.... 

the scene now changes ter rome. pithiuses time 
is up an the execushioner is just goin to separate 
damon’s idears from his fisical defects, wen there is 
a mightie shout. Over yon far distent hills, is 
seen a unknown rider kumin in the fadin light an 
a skootin along so fast an desperit that he falls 
off his horse about everie half mile. 

“well, well,” sez nero, ‘I wonder wot the prince 
ef whales is doin in this neighberhood?” “its 
pithius ” howls the mob an pretty soon he rides up 
and sez, “ look whose here, please can I do a little 
dyeing fer a friend?” 

“you sed it,” yells damon putting on his hat. 
Then up speaks nero an he says, “ where did you 
git that horse—if it iz a horse?” ‘from a friend” 
says pithius. ‘“ I reckonized that horse ” says nero, 
“because I bet four chariots on him ter win the 
state fare trottin race last june, an the darn skate 
run backwards. let these 2 saps go an execute the 
hay-burner. SNOWSHOE AL. 


“FOOT AND MOUTH DISEASE IN HAND.”— 
Chiam. Heavens! That makes it worse and worse! 


THE VESTAL. 
Iam a singing vestal; 
Vigil I keep till death, 
Watching the fires of Beauty, 
Fanning them with my breath. 
These are the flames of wonder 
Leaping upon my altar: 
Dusk on a graying river; 
Laghts in the rain that falter; 
Moon with a misty pallor ; 
Night with a whispered fear in tt; 
Wind in the dark and distance ; 
Ghost of a kiss with a tear in it. 
Vainly the earthborn, blinded, 
Beckon me from my duty— 
I am a singing vestal 
Watching the fires of Beauty! 
DxIRDRE. 
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I SHALL FIND YOU. 


I shall find you 

Breathless on the hill 

Watching spreading sunset fill 

The evening sky with countless fires, 
Dreaming they are lost desires, 
Brown-eyed, and slim, and still. 


I shall find you 

By the ocean’s side 

Softly launching on the tide 

Your ship of dreams and hopes untried, 
To see them sink or gayly ride, 

Your fingers in the golden sand. 


I shall find you 

Once and for all time, 

And together, like a rhyme, 

Go laughingly, and hand in hand, 

Down the lane and through the land... 
Then, maybe, you will understand. 


Tue PHantom Lover. 


THE DEMOCRATS cheered like mad in the 
Convention yesterday when the news was an- 
nounced that Senator Fall, Mr. Doheny, and Mr. 
Sinclair were indicted; and ‘the band played ‘ The 
Stars and Stripes Forever.’” The ‘ Stripes” part 
of it sounds to us like a dirty dig. 


A SONG. 


The days are laughter-lit, 
The night song-spun, 
Because of you. 
And oh, the lustrous weaves of tears 
That are not sad, 
But glad, 
Because of you. 


Through shaded windows 
Lighted candles, 
Gleaming silver 
On white damask. .. . 


In dusky corners shadows walk. ... 


One kiss, sweetheart, one kiss! 
The world is breathless bliss 
And throbbing pain, 
Because of you! 
SyYLvIA. 


PROTECTING THE DEAD. 


[Notice in the Barry Adage, Barry, IIl.] 
We make no charge for obituaries of moder- 
ate length, provided no poetry is attached to 

same. Obituary poetry, regular local rate. 
B. B. 


49 


“ITT IS a rather old fashioned story,” said Mra. 
Kellogg Fairbank, in sketching the theme of her 
first book, ‘The Cortlands of Wash:ngton Square.” 
“There is nothing psycho-analytical about it, noth- 
ing beautiful and nothing damned.” There isn’t 
yet, Janet, but gee gosh! Wait until H. L. 
Mencken, Burton Rascoe, Carl Van Doren, Fan 
Butcher, and the rest of the pack get in full cry. 


SOLDIERS OF THE SEA. 


As me an’. Sergeant Ferguson was talking to a 
dame 

An M. P. with a runnin’ nose around the corner 
came. 

For him we did not give a hoot, nor fifty more like 
he, 

So yell t’hell with Kaiser Bill and the soldiers of 
the sea. 


Chorus. 


Hey fer the coneyac, hey fer the wine, 

Hey fer the mamselles, every one is fine. 

To hell with the goldfish, bully beef, ’n’ beans, 

To hell with the Kaiser and the—you know— 
marines. 


The M. P. he stepped up to us, says he, ‘“‘ You gotta 
pass?” 

Says we, “ You betcha life we have, so you step 
on the gas.” 

“Such langwidge here is not allowed, lay off that 
Jane,” says he, 

He thought he’d get her fer himself, that soldier 
of the sea. 


Chorus. 
Hey for the coneyac, hey fer the wine, etc. 


We put our arms about the dame and hugged her. 
tight to us, 

The M. P. he took out his gat an’ he begun to cuss. 

I looked at Sergeant Ferguson, an’ he looked back 
at me. 

Immediately we ironed out that soldier of the sea. 


Chorus. 


Hey fer the coneyac, hey fer the wine, 
Yow fer the mamselles, every one is fine, 
To hell with the goldfish, bully beef, ’n’ beans, 
To hell with the Kaiser and the—one guess— 
marines. 
STEAMER. 


“FINE CONGRESS, HARDING TELLS G O. 
P. LEADER.”—WGN headline. A good suggestion 
but too mild. Why not make it fine and impris- 
onment? 
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IF. 


If Spring comes round again I'll have a garden, 

With tulips popping up their radiant heads; 
There’ll be a bird perhaps who'll stay and warble, 
And blithely fit about my flower beds. 


Some day, perhaps, I’ll say farewell to Winter, 
And shovel off the last gray patch of snow; 
I'll lay away at last these darn red flannels 
If Spring comes round again—but I don’t know. 


West Arrican Lizzi. 


GIL thinks we ought to let Hen Hank of 2365 
Chase avenue into the Academy. “If the Hen 
were for Henry,” writes Gil, “I wouldn’t lift a 
finger to help him. But it isn’t. The Hen is for 
Hen—that’s all there is—there isn’t any more— 
that’s all there is.” Very well, Hen Hank, the 
honor is yours, but don’t cackle. 


“IT WILL NEVER BE CONTENT,” said Dr. 
Percy Stickney Grant, “to be a parrot and merely 
repeat what is in the Bible.” O Percy! you’ve got 
parrots all wrong. 


THE TARTAR KING AND I. 


Once was a King of Tartary 
Who conquered all the world, they say, 
From Roman land ’neath Grecian sway 
To China and the Yellow Sea! 
From India to Muscovy! 
In silks and gems he had his day, 
And no man dared to say him nay, 
But I have greater empery. 


A little girl with eyes of blue, 

A little boy with smiling lips— 
These are my subjects tried and true, 

These are my armies and my ships; 
And Timor and his dread cymors 

Are dust— 
While love outlasts the stars. 
Grorce Vaux Bacon. 


AND NOW CHICAGO is going to have safety 
zones in the Loop. That’s great, for you see if a 
speed-demon kills you inside a safety zone he can’t 
count it on his score card. 


Revised. 


Poor Lady Godiva, 
She blushed and she sobbed; 
She'd forgot about riding, 
And hed her hair bobbed. 


Esamn Broc. 
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ALCHEMY. 


Each night when day begins to go, 

I stand beside my door and throw 

Into the graying sky above 

A thousand kisses to my love. 

And pitying Night who knows a kiss 

When thrown so far will sometimes miss, 

Turns each into a star for me, 

‘So that wherever he may be, 

Whene’er he sees them flaming bright, 

He'll know I’m kissing him good-night. 
Marvorm F. W. 


WE DO NOT BELIPVE the idle tale that the 
model who attempted suicide at the Art Institute 
was posed in such a position that she looked out of 
a window and had to gaze on the new bronze lady 
of the Theodore Thomas Memorial for almost fif- 
teen minutes. 


“NEXT NOVEMBER the Republicans will get 
fifty votes to every one the Democrats get,” said 
Charley to Cal as they sat out on the back porch 
of the White House in their shirt sleeves and 
talked it over. ‘‘ Say, Charley,” said Cal eagerly, 
“let me smoke that pipe a while.” 


REMEMBRANCE. 


Don’t you remember that night 
On the lake front, 

With the lights all tuinkling 
Along the boulevards, 

And the faint sounds carried up 
From the beach— 

The soft slip-slap of the waves, 
And your arms 

Around me... your dear eyes 
Saying you loved me .. .? 


Won’t you remember the night 

Some time, even though you 

Can’t remember 

Me At MouRIEL. 


“CAN YOU WEAR your hair bobbed and be a 
Christian? ” asked Mrs. J. S. Boles of the co-eds in 
her class in Bible study at Wheaton College. 
‘Blanche Burdach retorts: “Since when do we 
judge Christians by their style of hairdress?” 
Pretty good, Blanche, but not so snappy as the 
comeback made by John Wesley when a convert 
went to him and said, ‘‘Mr. Wesley, can a man 
chew tobacco and be a Christian?” ‘“ Certainly,” 
said Mr. Wesley; “a dirty Christian.” 
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THE ADVERTISING CONFERENCE. 


La Plaza de Toros. Matadors of MSS. Picadors 
of polysyllables. Toreadors of technique. “It is 
my thought...’ Two quart fountain pens. The 
expansive mahogany. ‘In the final analysis .. .” 
Memoranda as thick as confetti. “The dominant 
note...” Business generators. Human dynamos. 
Eight dollar scarves. Spats. Glistening push but- 
tons. “The fundamental idea-r...” Yes-men 
“yessing” at intervals. Secretaries with the air 
of duchesses. ‘‘ Now your reaction ...” Blue pen- 
cils waving like grain. Copy being desiccated. 
Properly-coached office kinder with important tele- 
phone slips. ‘Dealer acceptance...” Jovian 
frowns. Media. Beaubrummellian linen. Freshly 
gilletted jowls. Sparkling digit tips. ‘‘ Reader in- 
terest...” Hushed reference to SEP. Also The 
Gentle Countryman. “The copy motif.” Experts 
hurling banderillas at King’s English. ‘“ Consumer 
resistance ...” Heavy atmosphere from Coronas. 
“Our exhaustive research...’ Some reverent 
mention of M. Condé Nast. Also quality group. 
Eke lithrydig. Mayhap farm press. ‘* Something 
constructive .. .”’ Distinguished-looking horn rims. 
“ Our minds meet .. . “ Adipose portfolios. Majestic 
prospecti. Uppercuts of agency argot. Punches of 
professional patter. Trade analyzing between 
rounds. Awestruck bozo in $35 suit clinging in be- 
fuddled condition to the ropes, practically unno- 
ticed. Whozee? Merely the client. ’S all. 

THE GOSWOGII. 


HOW CAN THEY THINK TO KNOW YOU? 


How can they think to know you who but know 
The splendid beauty of your face and hair, 

And your fine voice, and with what grace you go 
About those things that take you here and there? 


I, too, have marked the beauty of your face, 
As brave as any song the bugle sings; 

And I have marked your slender body’s grace 
That speaks of honor and of holy things. 


And I have felt your voice, O fair and wise, 
Beat like thin rain upon my brain and heart; 
And I have seen God’s glory in your eyes, 
And heard the lightnings and the thunders start. 


These others know a part of you; the whole 
Is much too fine for their rude eyes to see: 

I have tooked long and deep into your soul— 
And found a stranger staring back at me. 


Bitterroot Bull. 
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MY BUDDY. 


(To Leon Srarr.) 
*Twas not his lot to fall on battlefield, 
Charging the foe where glory’s pennon flaunted, 
But on a barracks cot, by fever haunted, 
His hardy spirit sped. Nor was revealed 
The daring deeds his fiery heart might yield, 
The courage of a soul by fear undaunted 
The chivalry his bright escutcheon vaunted 
Had not untimely death his virtues sealed. 


Sustained by a calm fortitude, he bore 

The anguish of a disappointed heart, 

Nor murmured he, nor played the craven’s part, 
Loyal to the end, a soldier to the core. 


Fades the light, 
And afar, 
Goeth day, 
Cometh night; 
And a star 
Leadeth all, 
Speedeth all, 

To their rest. 


Buddy, they pinned a medal on my breast, 
I lay it on your grave, you fought the best. 
P. D. Goa. 


WE RISE to announce a new chairman of the 
committee of modern dancing in our Academy of 
Immortals. The position has been very ably filled 
by Miss Belle Bender of the Bender Ballet school 
of Chicago, but the Judge writes and insists that 
Miss Ruth Wiggle of the Clinton Community High 
school be given this most important post, and we 
are obliged to make the change. Miss Wiggle, do 


your stuff. 


REGRET. 
The faces pass and grimace and are gone 
(Or fatuously, or piteously in pain) 
But never yours! So am I driven on, 
Despairing, yes. Yet yours may pass again. 


And songs still whisper in the brooding air— 
Whisper and laugh and sob and fade away; 

The lovely, haunting melodies, and rare, 
That once I heard—but do not hear today. 


So of this aching emptiness a song— 
A throbbing, madding rhythmic of Regret— 

Beats in upon me like a muffled gong. 
Forever it must do? Perhaps. And yet... 
—tomtom. 
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VACUUM. 


(How the King of the Black Isles could have 
attracted the attention of Harriet Monroe.) 


Mauve winds,—wan, lean, 

And lank winds, 

Shank and dank winds,— 

Shindy. 

(The fin of a catfish sticks up.) 

O blow! 

O blow so! 

Oboe! 

O Chicago! 

Ah me! Ah you! Ah us! 

(The catfish is sinking!) 

And ah, 

Carl, Ben, Edgar, Vachel, 

And Eddy Guest— 

Spanch, Sneer, Spoon, Shout, 

Slusb ! 

O red winds! O red hair! 

O winds of other colors, 

And dyed hair! 

Allons, comrades— 

Gene Debs, Mr. Fall, 

And Allons, Alonzo! 

(My flask for yours, dear comrade!) 

O superior poetry ! 

O superior Russia! 

O Lake Superior! 

O kiss me! O kiss you! O kiss us! 

O wood! O wildwood! O Hollywood! 

Mauve winds, wan winds 

Shimmy the trees. The trees are drunk! 

Parole Mr. Anderson then. 
ABORIGINE. 


UNDER THE SOUTHERN CROSS. 


R. H. L.: In days when the ships were wooden 
and the men were of iron instead of vice versa as 
now, we knew what real sailor life meant. Oh to 
fee) again the land swells off the Golden Gate— 
to hear the whine of the wind through the riggin’ 
—to stand up in the crow’s nest and watch the old 
girl take the green ones as she poked her nose 
out past Diamond Head—to raise the Southern 
Cross in all her silver glory and finally to glide 
past Corregidor and drop the old mud hook off 
Cavite. Then liberty in Manila—carromatos—the 
Escolta—La Hebra cigarettes—Clark’s—the Silver 
Dollar—Mrs. Smith’s—the Hotel de France—San 
Miguel beer—the Carnival—the Lunetta by moon- 
light—ah, memories—memories—memories. 

THe CoxsWAIN OF THH ADMIRAL’S BARGH. 
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ALONE. 


On nights like these when the wind moans under 
the eaves and claws with nervous fingers at the 
cold and clammy window pane; when the streets 
yawn in their emptiness, and the puddles that 
stand at the curb reflect in their wrinkled surfaces 
the snaky branches of naked trees that bend and 
sway above them; when the firelight dances on the 
hearth and the leaping flames paint weird pictures 
on blackened walls; when the room is quiet and the 
only sound are the crackling of pine Knots and the 
hissing of burning pitch ...on nights like these 
I like to dream and let my thoughts run wild... 
sometimes ... the room seems to blur, or maybe 
my eyes are closed and... behold... SHE is 
with me... and the wind dies down ... acricket 
sings ...a perfect hour... we sit there... we 
two ... in complete understanding and companion- 
ship... until suddenly I awake... the room is 
cold and lonely ... the fire is dead ... and there 
in the blackened fireplace lie my dreams ... ashes 

. a heap of cold gray ashes ... outside the rain 
beats with a monotonous regularity against a cold 
and clammy window pane. MEL-O’D. 


There Are Several Versions. 

Amigo Dick: That blurb about the latest beg 
pardon story and Guv Len is all wet. Here is what 
really happened: It was in a hotel lift. The femme 
crowded in and stepped on the Guv’s pet corn. 
Hearin’ an exclamation of pain, she turned and 
said, ‘‘Oh, pardon me! ” and his comeback was, 
‘Get a thousand pledge cards, and I'll consider it.” 

SILVER STRIPER’S SWEETHEART. 


NOCTURNAL FLOWERS. 
The sun went down in cloud; the light 
A little moment kissed a height 
With lips of flame, and sped away, 
Purpling the mesas into dusk, 
Until at last they seemed the husk 
Of hope, where late had gleamed the day. 


From off the desert came a wind 

That seemed the voice of some one kind, 
Who wandered lonely down the trail 

And scattered incense from his hand, 

Until with frayrance sky and land 


Grew kin to some Arabian vale. 
LAURA BLACKBURN 


There Must Be Some Mistake. Look Again. 

Sir: I sent in a contribution Wednesday and 
it was NOT published in Thursday’s Line. I de- 
mand an explanation. MILTON §S. 
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A WET RAIN. 


We walked through a bog in a thunder storm, 
With a shakerful of cocktails to keep us warm, 
And a solemn old umbrella to keep us dry, 

But it turned inside out, the wind was so high 
(And the clouds ran ragged across the sky.) 


He carried the umbrella. It made him look so prim, 
I called it “‘ Black-Cloaked Puritan,” after him. 

He said the cocktail shaker was exactly like me, 
Sparkling just a little too recklessly 

(Though what he cares for gossip I can’t see.) 


My face ran purple from the ribbon in my hair. 

I dared him to kiss me .. . but he didn’t dare. 
Oh, we were very noisy and we were very gay, 
And he had nothing particular to say. 

(The shaker and umbrella were both in the way.) 


But when the rain stopped pouring we grew more 
still. 

A ring of sunlight glittered on a far-off hill. 

We held our breath to listen to the dripping, drip- 
ping sound, 

While the sun smote the wet leaves with glory all 
around. 

(The shaker and umbrella tumbled to the ground.) 


You'll find the “ Black-Cloaked Puritan” under- 
neath a tree; 
We left him there on purpose—‘ In Memory.” 
But where my namesake disappeared I don’t know! 
We hunted for her high, we hunted for her low! 
(I hope she’s in the heaven where good cocktail 
shakers gol) 
THE QUEEN OF THE SUBURBS. 


Would You Mind Running Over It Again? 

My Very Dear Sir: I hesitate to write you, as 
we have never been introduced, but I observe from 
reading the very diverting column you conduct 
that you are fond of printing rollicking jokes, and 
here is one that a young woman told me last night. 
It is screamingly funny. I fancy I shall send it to 
Punch, It is like this: You say to some one, 
“Now if you were lost in a deep, dark wood— 
lost, mind you, quite lost—and suddenly you found 
an egg, you see, you found an egg, what would you 
do?” The answer is most amusing. ‘“ You would 
break the egg and jump in the yolk and ride home.” 
Ha, ha, ha, it is very funny! SHROPSHIRE. 


We Pulled That A. E. F. Wheeze in London. 
That’s Why We Wear a Wound Stripe. 

R. H. L.: And they [the English] are apt not to 
be thorough. Frinstince—1776, 1812, 1914. See 
American history—1914 was when we built our 
A. E. F., which, properly expressed, is ‘‘ After Eng- 
land Failed.” G. W. 
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BECKONING HANDS. 


R. H. L.: It has been two years since I left 
her there in the perfumed dusk of a September twi- 
light. She said she would wait, and now after 
struggling among the city dwellers for a small 
portion of fame, after two long, weary years of 
disappointment, loneliness, and heartache, I am 
going back to that sleepy southern village—back 
to the girl of my dreams. 

And if she doesn’t love me more than she does 
that red-headed clerk in her old man’s grocery 
store she can go to hell. Lees eds 


SINCE FRANCE began nabbing territory here 
and there in Germany, the geography publishers 
have been having a hard time keeping up to date. 
But they’ve solved it at last. They’re to get out 
geography extras at 10, 12, and 4 o’clock every day. 


NO! IT WILL WALK BACK. 

R. H. L.: Help! Help! Am _ going to the 
Derby at Looieville tomorrow. Have already con- 
sulted Collyer. Tell me, tell me, can I tell a good 
horse by the mud on its hoofs? Shall I bet on it? 

W. EB. L. 


In the Front Row. 

Rhl: Miss Wava Proudfoot graduates this spring 
from the eighth grade of our high school in Os- 
ceola, Ia. I think she ought to be let into your 
Academy and placed in charge of the rhythmic 
dancing committee. Where are you going to put 
her? THE EARL OF 56TH. 


THE PLANT ON THE WINDOW SILL. 


A little brown pot with marks of the loam, 
And a gay little plant above, 
While beyond are the lights and the sounds of a 
home 
And the sheltering sense of its love. 


There may be deep sorrow, there may.be grim pain, 
Behind that staunch little flower, 
But it looks bravely out through the snows and the 
rain, 
To the ultimate sunlit hour. 


It. dares to challenge each threat’ning despair; 
It strengthens each faltering will; 

A sure panacea for every known care,— 
A plant on the window sill! 


For a humble home roof does not limit Love’s power, 
Nor simplicity lessen its scope, 
And the hearts that can treasure one gay little 
flower ,— 
Dwell secure in the Gardens of Hope! 


Francesca Miller. 
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CON SORDINO. 


The kings that fought for Helen 
Are gone like wraiths away, 

And all their wars are done now 
And all their lusts, for aye; 

But he that harped for Helen, 
His fingers strike and strum, 

Though Helen’s hands are dust now 
And Helen’s lips are dumb. 


And I dream dreams of Helen, 
As men shall dream for aye, 
Till all the prayers are said then 
And all the gods are gray, 
For that the loves of Helen 
In so sweet words were sung 
When Helen’s grave was green then 
And Helen’s fame was young. 


Tue Kina or THe Buack Isizs. 


“$50,000 IS PAID FOR ONE PLANT OF 
STRAWBERRY.’—Yesterday’s Trib. 

POOH! You can get a whole dish of ’em for that 
money at the Drake. 


THE TRUTH ABOUT MYLES STANDISH. 


R. H. L.: I’m going to give you the inside stuff 
about Myles Standish and Priscilla. It seems that 
Elder Brewster gave Myles a panning for not re- 
moving his tin hat at prayers. Myles, being kind 
of hard, like all soldiers get when they go abroad, 
looked the Elder over carefully, and then bespoke 
him fair. 

“Elder,” quoth Myles, ‘‘be yourself! You talk 
like a Gold Brick. I was told when I came over 
here that I could live my own life and let my ego 
develop. I don’t even eat. All self and platoon 
have had since a week ago Thursday is four grains 
of corn. Forsooth and oddsfish! Since you have 
seen fit to razz me about my church manners may- 
hap you will accept a little kindly criticism your- 
self. That talk of yours about Hell being so nice 
and warm may be jake from a law and order stand. 
point in July, but it’s applesauce in January. What 
are you trying to do, start a crime wave?” 

At that Myles’ roughnecks hawhawed right out 
in meeting. Elder Brewster was furious and is 
alleged to have given currency to the story about 
Myles and the little Mullins. There wasn't a 
word of truth in it, of course, Priscilla not being 
that kind of a lady and bethides thubject to 
headacheth on the thlightetht exthightment. But 
she was a peacherino, and if she HAD flicked her 
long lashes at the handsome soldat—eh! Mon 
vieux? Were you ever on the Boul Mich? Non? 
Quel dommage? STANDISH. 


THE DEMOCRATIC candidate for president was 
nominated by acclamation. And also by despera- 
tion, aggravation, and perspiration. 
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THE HIGHLY PRIZED Journal last night pub- 
lished a telegram from Iowa headed “ Trains Hogs 
to Open Doors.” Shucks, that’s nothing. The big 
trouble is to train hogs to shut doors. 


EVERYTHING ENDS— 
Everything ends; the sun and the shades of time, 
Beauties remembered, beauties faded and gone. 
Days that are dreary—days that are heavy with 


glamour 
Gleam ... and pass on. 
All things go from us; the sorrows and hurts that 
gnaw; 


Tangle of stars in the sea; and the black above, 
Changes and dies, and eternally is forgotten... 
Everything ends. Will love? 
Dorothy Dow. 


GEORGE WASHINGTON has been admitted 
finally to the Hall of Fame in New York. Which 
was a very nice thing for New York to do. 


PRICELESS, OLD DEAR! 

Sir: May I make a belated bid for an introduc- 
tion to the English lady of the Punch quip? Such 
rare and skillful wits should be cherished, that they 
may sparkle again. Her delicate parry of one of 
your Line o’ Type thrusts titillates my funny bone 
more than anything I’ve read since I first encoun- 
tered Sam Johnson’s retort to the tavern waiter 
who kept asking in a loud voice, “ Does any gentle- 
man say puddin’?” Doctor Johnson, looking up 
from his victuals, replied, “No gentleman says 
‘ puddin’,’ ” SANSCULOTTE. 


SAID ATHLETIC DIRECTOR EVANS of North- 
western University yesterday, ‘‘There will be no 
place in the student community for the cake-eater 
and the tea-hound—all I can say is that they will be 
frowned on.” Oh, goodness! Mr. Evans, frowning 
doesn’t hurt ’em a bit. You’ve got to slap them 
thrice on the wrist and take away their lipsticks. 


BITTERSWEET. 
You held the cup, relentless, to my lips, 
I drank, obedient to your will, and then 
I kissed the cruel finger-tips 
That filled my bitter cup again. 
THALANIE. 


TWO OF THE MOST ANCIENT landmarks in 
Chicago now are being pulled down—the Stratford 
hotel and McVicker’s theater. About the only 
ruins now left in Chicago are George Ade, the 
county jail, Ort Wells, and us. 


ANGEL FLORES is one of the candidates for 
president of Mexico. Angel is a most appropriate 
name. He’s liable to be one at any time. 
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THESE are terrible days for us men. Saturday, 
in the crowd on State street, we were shoved 
against a lovely lady with considerable force. 

“Well,” said she in a petulant tone, “the 
idea " 

It was plain we had aroused her anger. But be- 
fore she could pull a gun we had leaped backward, 
turned around, and were speeding swiftly down 
the street. We think—we are not sure—but we 
think we heard a shot and we are certain a bullet 
passed us. 

No, the bullet didn’t pass us, but it kept up with 
us for a block or two. Goodness! what’s a man 
to do these days” 


THE SNOWSTORM. 


The moonlight bathed the sleepy vale 
In pure and limpid white, 

And as I snuffed my candle out 
I waved the moon good-night. 


Next morning when at dawn I rose 
And gazed a-down the dale, 

Upon the trees and on the hill 
Still clung the moonlight pale! 


So feathery soft, so crystal pure, 
Upon the earth ’twas spread, 

I looked about to greet the moon, 
But saw the sun instead! 


Jack Frost, it seems, on nightly jaunt, 
Charmed by the glorious show, 

Had touched each moonbeam with his wand 
And changed them all to snow! 


P. D. Goa. 


“PEOPLE,” says Doc Crane in the Eveamer, 
‘“‘do not need outside aid so much as they need in- 
side aid.” It’s that kind of talk, Doc, that makes 
scofflaws out of us. 


SIGN OF SPRING: We stood in line for an hour 
at our tailor’s yesterday. They all wanted their 
last year’s golf trousers let out at the waist. 


“?Sat So?” Replied the S. C. 

R. H. L.: The Timothy Trimmer walked up to 
the Sahara Comedian and said, “ Say, dearie, you’d 
look ten years younger if you got your hair 
bobbed.” SAN Farry ANN. 


AND the Democratic Convention couldn’t nomi- 
nate a candidate after balloting for six days. And 
yet, when you come to think of it, in six days the 
Lord made heaven and earth and all that in them 
is. But there was no religion or Ku Klux Klan at 
that time. 


61 


AW, KID! 


In love, I says; uh huh, I’ve flopped again. 

It’s time I did, if you get thinking, when 

It’s all of three weeks since the last one went. 
And this guy is the swellest fella—say— 

The grandest smile, an’ eyes, an’ hair, 

An’ spends his money like it’s nothing . . . Gosh. 
But I’ve fell hard . . . He looks 

Exact like Valentino. 


HaMiect cl 5 Ai oy ¢ 
You think I don’t know what love is 
Because I said that I’m in love again 
And was six times this year? ... 
Well, say, you got the crust... 
What do you know about it? Lovin’ 
An’ fallin’ in love’s a habit, 
Anyhow ... an’ nothin’ else! 
If you just loved one guy 
In your whole life an’ he sh’d go away, 
Where would you be? . . . Uh, uh, kid, 
Not for me... that true love stuff 
Is all the bunk for sobbies... 
Not half the fun that lovin’ this way is. 


... Aw, kid! 
Don’t look at me like that... 
I know it ain’t so... On’y:... 
You gotta be hard when yer heart’s broke! 
Francis Hope. 


OH YES, INDEED! No more argument! Hey 
there, Jet Wimp, come off of it! We knew that 
some day we would get the very man for President 
of the Academy of Immortals and we’ve got him 
this time. His name is STEP SOSH of Madison- 
ville, Ky. C. E. K. sends us Mr. Step Sosh’s cre- 
dentials, a clipping from the Madisonville Hustler, 
which says, “ Step Sosh, who has charge of con- 
struction, says ” That’s ’nuff! Sten Sosh. 
step into the Academy—but step soshly. 


MEMORIA IN AETERNA. 


You knew the long, long march that led to death 
In sad Argonne beside the silver Meuse; 

You knew the hopeless, choking fight for breath 
And peace at last beneath those alien dews. 


We know the long, long years that stretch ahead 
For weary hearts holding a shattered dream, 
Remembrance eternal for you—Beloved Dead 
And sunlit silences where crosses gleam. 
JAYHAWKEER. 
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COREY 


The mountain tops have their cooling snow, 
And crystal brooks have their song, 
The desert sands have the hot sun’s love, 
While blossoms to springtime belong; 
The rainbow bright has her pot of gold, 
The pines have their swaying croon, 
The ocean waves have their caps of white, 
The night has the silv’ry moon. 
Cool gardens have their posies sweet, 
The grass has kisses of dew, 
The wind has caresses from temple bells 
And clouds have the sky of blue. 
The Milky Way has a scarf of stars, 
And I—Ah, I have—You. APPLES. 


THOUSANDS of questions have those experts 
asked smart little Nathan and cunning little Dickie 
to test their sanity. But the one question that 
would settle it all they have not asked: 

“Will McAdoo be nominated? ” 

If they say yes, they’re crazy. 


IT’S ALL OLD ENGLISH TO US. 
Rhil: Jurgen II.’s colonial fireplace motto is easy: 


HSE the B mt put : 
HE the B. putting : 


The first line means, of course: If the big Bum 
makes trumps put down a deuce. 

The second line, naturally, reads: If the big 
Bum follows with an ace stop putting out another 
deuce. Dear me, how sweetly simple. b.B.R. 


SEE AMERICANS FIRST. 


R. H. L.: Am all excited over the item you pub- 
lished yesterday from the W.G.N. about the Union 
Pacific’s “ building eighteen observation cars with 
baths.” I would suggest, as the new slogan for the 
U. P., “Out Where the Wash Begins.” Or—what 
have you? PRUE. 


OH DEAR COMMA SHE WAILED! 
The man who works beside me 
Looks like a sheik 
His shoes are shining brightly 
His hair is sleek 
His eyes are warm and glassy 
They make me weak— 
But oh, I cannot love him— 
He chews his cheek. 
Hope Deferred. 


OLD ART HENNING, the demon Washington 
correspondent, says it costs the government $14,- 
000,000 a year to keep us American citizens from 
drinking strong liquor. Well, Art, you tell the 
government that so far as two or three fellows 
we know are concerned, that $14,000,000 is just 
simply money thrown away. 
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THE LOST CHORD. 


A Spaniard came up from the South one day, 
Came breathing Romance from afar, 

And his languorous eyes hinted myriad les 
As he played on my light guitar. 


He called me sweet nothings, so seemed it to me, 
For I could not Spanish “ hablar,” 

And his low, vibrant voice made my being rejoice, 
When he borrowed my light guttar. 


My Spaniard went on to the North one day, 
Stell breathing Romance from afar, 
And I wonder who sighs as he sings of her eyes, 
Still playing my light guitar! 
Otrve Dovauas. 


WASHINGTON won the baseball pennant. Gosh! 
we don’t dare even look out of the window. The 
Japanese army may be marching down the Boul 
Mich! Or the Wrigley clock might be on time. 
Anything is liable to happen now! 


GOOD-BY! 


They need a rest, our contribs do; 
Yes, Vangie dear, from me and you. 
So come along, let’s hit the trail 
And wander far o’er hill and vale, 
To where we will not work a lick, 
And never have to dodge a brick. 
In Carolina, Vangie mine, 
There'll never be no darned last line; 
There'll be none there our souls to vex, 
No Agnes C. or Mama X; 
And in those hills by sunshine kissed 

Lives not a single plagiar- 
ist, 

But simple folk who, 
though forlorn, 

Do oh! such cunning things 
with corn. 

With them in happiness 
we'll dwell, 

You, Vangie dear, and “4 

6) 


R. H. L. 
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Hew to the Line, let the 
quips fall where they may. 


